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THE AUTHOR'S APOLOGY. 



MY works are advertis'd for fait, 
And cenlures By as thick as haU ; 
While my poor fcheme of publicadon 
Supplies the dearth of converfation. 



What will the World fiiy ? -^ That's your cry. 
Who is this World f and what am I ? 



Once, but thank heaven, thofe days are o*er, 
And per&cution feigns no more, 

B Om 



[ * ] 

One man, one hardy man alone^ 
Ufurp'd the critic's vacant throne, 
And thence with neither tafte or wit^ 
By powerful catcall from the pit, 
Knock'd farce, and play, and ador down. 
Who pafs'd the fentence then ? — the Towa 
So now each upftart puny elf 
Talks of the worlds and means himfelf. 

Yet in the circle there are thofe 
Who hurt e'en m(^e than open foes : 
Whoie friendfhip ferves the talking turn, 
Juft fimmers to. a kind concern, . . 
And with aworid'roiis foft expreiHoti 
Expatiates upon indifbretioii ; 
Flies from the Poems to the Man, 
And gratifies the favourite plan 
To pull down other's reputation. 
And build their, own on that foundation* 



The Scholar grave, of tafte diiceming, 
Who lives on credit ioa his learning9 



And 
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And has no better claim to wit 
Than carping at what others writ. 
With pitying kindnefs, friendly rear, 
Whiipers conjedures in your ear. 

I*m fony — and he's much to blame — 

He might have piihlifhM— ~but his name I 

The thing might plcafe a few, no doubt. 

As handed privately about — 

It might amuie a friend or two. 

Some partial friend, like me or you ; 

But when it comes to prefi and print 

You'll find, I fear, but little in't. 

He frauds upon a dangerous hniik 

Who totters o'er the fea of ink. 

Where reputation runs aground. 

The author cafr away, and drowned, 

*< And then -*^ 'twas wilfril and abfiird, 

(So well approv'd, (6 well preferr'd,) 

Abruptly thus a place to quit, 
'* A place which mc^ his genius hit, 
** The theatre for Latin wit I 

B 2 <* With 



CC 
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** With critics round him chafte and terfe^ 
** To give a plaudit to his verfe ! '* 



Latin, I grant, fhews college breeding. 
And fbme fchool-common-place of reading. 

r 

But has in Moderns finall preten£aa 

To real wit or ftrong invention. 

The excellence you critics praiTe 

Hangs on a curious choice of phrafe ;: 

Which pick'd and chofen here and these,. 

From profe or verfe, no matter where. 

Jumbled together in a difh, ' ..,...' 

Like Spanifh olio, fowl, flefh, fifh,. 

You fet the clafllc hodge-podge oa 

For pedant wits to feed upon. 

Your wou'd-be Genii vainly fcek 

Fame from their Latin verfe, or Greek ; 

Who would for that be moft admir'd 

Which blockheads may, and have acquir*d» 

A mere mechanical connexion 

Of favourite words, — a bare collection 

Of phrafes, — where the laboured centa 

Prefents you with a dull memento, Hpw 
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How yirgil^ Horace, Ovid join^ 
And club together half a lin&r 
Thefe only ftrain their motley wits 
In ^thering patches, ihreds, and bits. 
To wrap their barren fancies in. 
And make a daific Harlequin* 



IV - 



— Were I at once impower'd to (hew 
My utmoft vengeance on my foe, 
To ptmifh with extremefl rigour, 
I could inflid no pennance bigger 
Than ufing him as learning's tool. 
To make him Ufher of a ichooL 
For, not to dwell upon the toil 
Of working on a barren foil. 
And lab'ring with incefBuit pains> 
To cultivate a blockhead's brains. 
The duties there but ill befit 
The love of letters, arts, <x wit.. 
For whoibe*er, tho' ilighdy, fips 
Their grateful flavour with his lips. 
Will find it leave a finatch. behind, 
Shall fink {o deeply in the mind, tt 
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It never thence can be eraa'd -r- 
But, rifing up, you call iC Xafts, ■. 



1 . . . 



'Twere fooliih for a drudge tq chyfe 
A gufto, which he c^innot wfe^ r 
Better difcard the idle whim* j ' 
What's He to Tafte f or 7^^ to Him f 
For me, it hwts. me to the foul 
To brook confinement Or controul > 
Still to be pinioned down to teach. 
The fyntax, and the parts of ipcech ; 
Or, what perhaps ia drudging woric. 
The links, and joints, and rules of vcrfc ; 
To deal out authors by retail. 
Like penny pots of Oxford ale ; 
— Oh ! 'tis a fervice irkfome more 
Than tugging at the flavifh oar. 

Yet fiich his taflc, a difmal truth, 
Who watches o'er the bent of youth ; 
And while, a paltry ftipend earning. 
He fows the richeft feeds of learning, 



And 
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t} 



And tills their minds with projpcr canr. 
And fees them their due produce. bear> 
No joys, alas I his toil beguile, 
His own lies fallow all the while. 



" Yet ftill he*s in the road, you fey^ 
" Of learning." — Why, perhaps, he mayw 
But turns like horfes in a mill. 
Nor getting on^ nor (landing {till r 
For Httle wzf his learning Teaches, 
Who reads |k> more than what he teaches* 



** Yet you can fend adventVoos youthy 

" In fearch of ietters, tafte, &nd truths . ." 

" Who ride the highway road to knowlegp. ' - 

" Through the plain- turnpikes of a coUege*** ^ 

True. — Like way^^fls, we ferv^ ta ihew ' 

The road which travdlera fhon'd go ; 

Who jog along in ea^ pace,. . ' 

Secure of coming to the place, 

Yet find, returft. whene'er they will. 

The Pojiy and its dircaidn ftill : ' ' 

Which 
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Wliich ftands an vtCefaX untliank'd guide, 
To many a paflengq* befide. 



'Tis hard to carve for others meat, 
And not have time one's felf to eat. 
Tho*, be it always underftood. 
Our appetites are full as good. 

<* But there have been, and proofs appear, 

/* Who bore this load from year to year ; 

*' Whofe claim to letters, parts, and wit, 

** The world has ne'er disputed yet. 

** Whether the flowing mirth prevail 

** In Wejky% fong or humorous talc ; 

*' Or happio^^ Boufytes expreflion pleafe 

** With graceful turns of daiGc eafe ; 

** Or OxforcTs well-read poet ^gs 

" Pathetic to the ear of kings : 

<* Thefe have indulg'd the mufe's flight, 

« Nor loft their time or credit by't i 

** Nor fufFer'd fancy's dreams to prey 

** On the due bufinefs of the day. 

« Verfc 
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« Verfe was to them a recreation 
<* Us*d but by way <jf relaxation." 






Your inftances are fair and tm^ 
And genius I refpeft wkh you, . . 
I envy none their honefl praiie; . 
I feelc to blaft no fcholar's bays :. . 
Still let die graceful foliage fpfead 
Its greeneft honours round their head, 
Bleft, if the Mufes' hand entwine 
A fprig at leaft to circle mine ! 

Come, — I admit, you tax me r^ht. 
Prudence, 'tis true, was out of £^t. 
And you may whifper aU you meet, 

■ 

The man was vague and indifcreet. 

ft 

Yet tell me^ -^ile you cenflire me. 
Are you from error found and free ? 
Say, does your breaft no bias hide, 
Whofe influence draws the mind aflde ? 



All have theu: hobl^-horfe, you fee, 
om Triftram down to vou and me. 



Ambition, 
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Ambition, Ipfendour, may be thine j 
Eale, indolence^ perhaps, are mine.^ 
Though prudence, and our nature's pride- 
May wifh our weaknef^ to hide. 
And fet their hedges up before 'em. 
Some fprouts will branchy and ftraggle o*et 'em». 
Strive, fight againft her how you will. 
Nature will be the miftr^fs ftill. 
And though you curb with double reiny 
She'll run away with us agaih. 

But let a man of parts be wrong, 

'Tis triumph to the leaden throngs 

The fools ihall cackle out reproof,. 

The very afs fhall raife his hoof; 

And he who holds in his poileflion,. 

The fingle virtue of difcretion. 

Who knows no overflow of fpirit,. 

Whofe want of paflions is his merits 

Whom wit and tafte and judgment fli^s^ 

Shall (hake his noddle, andjeem wife. 

PART 
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PART OF HOME R*S 



HYMN TO APOLLO. 



Tranflated from the Greek. 



GOD of the Bow! Apollo, theel£ng; 
Thee, as thou draw*ft amain the founding ftring,^ 
Th' inunortal pow'rs revere with homage low, 
And e\r*ry godhead trembles at thy bow. 
All but Latona : She with mighty Jove 
Eyes thee with all a tender parentis love ; 
Clofes thy quiver, thy tough bow unbends, 
And high amid th' aethereal dome fufpends. 
Then fmiling leads thee, her all-glorious fon. 
To {hare the mighty Thunderer's awful throne. 
Goblets of nedar thy glad dfire prepares, 
And thee, his faireft, nobleft fon declares ; 
While ev*ry god fits rapt, Latona's breafl: 
Beats with fuperior joy, and hails her fon confeft. 

C 2 Thrice 
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Thrice bleft Latona I from thee, Goddcfs, ^rang 
Diana chafte, and Phcebu^ ever-young : 
* Her in Ortygia's ifle, and Him you bore 
At Cynthius' hill on Delos' fea-girt fliore. 
Where the tall palm uprears its lovely head^ 
And ckar Inopus laves the flow'ry mead. 

O Phoebus, where fliall I begin thy praife ^ 

Well can*fl: thou rule the poet's artlefs lays. 

Oft on the craggy rock, or mountain hore, 

By river-fide,, or oii the fea*s hoarfe fhore^ 

Wand'ring well-pleas*d, with mufic's magic founds 

And airs divine, thou charon^ft the region round. 

Say, {hall I fing how firft on Ddos* jQioire 

Thee, glorious progeny, Latona bore •!•■? ^ 

How firft, from other iiles, befet with grief> 

In vain thy tortuf *d mother fought relief. 

Each to her out-caft woe denied abode^ 

Nor duril one ifle receive the future god. 

At 

* Delos and Ortygia are mentioned as different Iflands in the Original* 

t Here feveral verfes containing nothing but a mere lift of the names 
of iflands are omitted. 
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At length to Delos came the laboring fair, 
And iuppliant thus befought her needRil care. 

Delos I receive Apollo, and O I rai(e 
A glorious temple to record his praife 1 
Then (hall He govern thee with gentle iway, 
And only Phcebus fhaU thine ifle ob^. 
What though no flocks, nor herds, nor juicy vine, 
Nor plants of thoufand natures (hall be thine, 
Swift to the temple of the Bowyer-king *, 
Oblations rich fliall ev*ry nation bring j 
For ever from thy altars fhall arife 
The fragrant incenfe of burnt-lacrifice* 
No longer then regret thy barren foil. 
Receive the God, and live by other's toil J 

She {pake : with inward rapture Ddos fmil*d, 
And footh'd the foppliant pow*r with anfwer mild. 



Latona ! mighty Caeus' daughter fair, 
Full willingly wou'd Delos eafo thy care. 



Full 



« 

• Bowyer-king and Bowyer^god are expreflions frcqucndy ufed by 
Dryden, in his verfion of the firft Iliad, to fignify Apollo. 
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Fall willingly behold lier barren earth 
Witnefs the glories of Apollo's birth : 
The mighty God wou*d raife my lowly name. 
And confecrate his native iile to fame. 
One fear alone diflrads my beating heart ; 
That fear, O Goddefs, lift while I impart. 
Second to none amid th* aethereal ikies, 
Apollo foon all terrible fhall rife : 
All nations (hall adore the mighty God, 
And kings and kingdoms tremble at his nod. 
Haply (for ah I dire fears my foul infeft, 
And fill with horror my tumultuous breaft) 
Soon as the glorious Godhead fhall be bom. 
My defert region will he view with fcom. 
Indignant fpum me, curfe my barren foil. 
And plunge into the waves my hated ifle. 
Triumphant then to happier climes remove, 
There fix his fhrine, plant there his facred grove. 
Whelm'd in the briny main fhall Delos lay. 
To all the finny brood a wretched prey. 
But, O Latona I i^ to quell my fear, 
You'll deign a folenm facred oath to fwear, 

"That 
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Tliat here the God his glorious feat fhall hold> 
And here his fapient oracles unfold, 
Your {acred burthen here, Latona, lay. 
Here view the Godhead burfting into day^ 



Thus Delos pray*d, nor was her pray*r denied, 
But foon with folemn vows thus ratified : 
Witnefs O heaven and earth 1 O Stygian lake ! 
Dire adjuration, that no God may break ! 
In Delos ihall Apollo*s fhrine be rear'd, 
Delos, lus bed belov'd^ moft honoured, moft rever*d. 



V 



Thus vow*d Latona r Delos hail*d her cartR 
Bleft in the glories of Apollo*s birth. 
Nine hapleft days and nights, with writhing: throes,. 
And all the anguifh of a mother's woes, 
Latona tortured lay ; in forrowing" mood. 
Around her many a fifter-goddefs flood;. 
Aloft in heaven imperial Juno fat. 
And view'd relentlefs her unhappy fete* 
Lucina too, the kind afluaging pow'r 
That tends the lab'ring mother's child-bed hour. 

And 
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And mitigates her woes, in golden clouds 

High on Olympus* top the Goddefs fhrouds. 

Her large fiill eyes with indignation roll, 

And livid envy feiz'd her haughty ibul. 

That from Latona*s loins was doom'd to fpring 

So great a fon, the niighty Bowyer-king. 

The milder pow*i%, that near the labVing fair 

View'd all her pangs with imavailing care, 

Fair Iris lent, the many coloured maid. 

To gain with goodly gifts Lucina*s aid. 

But charg'd her heed, left Juno fhou*d present 

With prohibition dire their kind intent. 

Fleet as the winged winds, the flying fair 

With nimble pinion cut the liquid air. 

Olympus gain'd, apart fhe called the maid. 

Then fought with many a pray'r her need&d aid. 

And moy*d her foul t when fbon with dove-like pace 

Swiftly th^ meafur'd back the yiewlefs airy fpace. 

Soon as to Delos' ifle Lucina came 
The pangs of travail feiz <1 Latona*s fhune. 

Her 
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Her twining arms fbe threw the palm around, 
And pfeU with deep-indented knee the ground : 
Then into day fpnxng forth the jolly boy, 
Earth fmil'd beneath, sad heaven rang with joy. 

The Siiftef FowVs irhat round Latona flood 
With chafte ablutions clean&'d the infant-god. 
His lovely timbs^ ia miatntle white they bound, 
And gently drew a golden fwathe around. 
He hung not helplefs at his mothers bread, 
But Themis fed him with an heavenly feaft. 
Pleas'd while Latona views the heavenly boy. 
And fondly glows with all a mother's joy, 
The lufty babe, ftrong with ambroiial food, 
In vain their bonds or golden fwathes withftood, 
Bonds, fw^es, and ligaments with eafe he broke, 
And thus the wondting Deities befpoke j 
•* The lyre, ami founding bow,, and to declare 
" The Thund'rcr*s counfels, be Apollo's care ! '* 

He fpake ; and otiwards all majeitic flrode ; 
The Queens of Heaven awe-ftruck view'd the God. 

D Delos 
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Delos beheld him with a tender fmile, 

And haird, enrich'd with gold, her happy ifle ; 

Her happy ifle, Apollo's native feat, j 

His facred haunt, his beft-belov'd retreat. 

Grac'd with Apollo, Delos glorious fliines, 

As the tall mountain crown d with (lately pines. 



\ 
\ 

\ 



Now ftony Cynthus wou'd the God afcend, 
And now his courfe to various iflands bend. 
Full many a fane, and rock, and fliady grove, 
River, and mountain, did Apollo love ; 
But chiefly Delos : The lonians there. 
With their phafl:e wives and prattling babes, repair. 
There gladly celebrate Apollo's name 
With many a folemn rite and facred game; 
The jolly, dance, and holy hymn prepare. 
And with th6 Caeflus urge the manly war. 
If, when their facred feafl th' lonians hold. 
Their gallant fports a ftranger fhou'd behold. 
View the ftrcng nerves the brawny chiefs that brace. 
Or eye tlie fofter charms of female grace, 

Then 
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Then mark their riches of a thouiand kinds. 

And their tall (hips born fwift before the winds. 

So goodly to the fight wou'd all appear, 

The fair aflembly Gods he wou'd declare. 

There too the Delian Virgins, beauteous choir^ 

Apollo's handmaids, wake the living lyre ; 

To Phoebus firft they confecrate the lays, 

Latona then and chafle Diana; praife^. 

Then heroes old, and matrons chafte rehearfe, 

And footk the raptur*d heant with facred verfe; 

Each voice, the Delian maids, each human fbimd 

With apteft imitation fweet refound :- 

Their tongues lb juftly tune with accents new, 

That none the falle diftinguiih from the true.. 

Latona !' Phoebus I Dian^ lovely fair ! 
Bleft Delian nymphs, Apollo*s chiefeft care,. 
All hail I and O with praile your poet crown, 
Nor all his labours in oblivion drown !: 
If haply fome poor pilgrim (hall enquire,. 
•^ O, vir^ns, who moft fkilful fmites the lyre ? 

D 2 <* Whoft 
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" Whofe lofty verfe in fweeteft ddcant rolls, 
" And charms to extafy the hearers fouls ?" 
O anfwer, a blind bard in Chios, dwdls. 
In all the arts of verfe who far exoells. 
Then o'er the earth fhall fpread my glorious fame, 
Afid diftant Nations fhall record my name. 
But Phccbus never will I ceafe to iing, 
Latona*s noble fon^ the mighty Bowyer-tking. 

Thee Lycia and Msooia, thee, great Pow r. 
The bleft Miletus* habitants adore.; . 
But thy lov*d haunt is fca-girt Ddos' fhore. I 

Now Pytho's ftony foil Apollo treads. 
And all around ainbrofial 6^grance fheds, 
Then ftrikes with tnatohlefs ait the golden ftrings. 
And ev*ry hiU with heavenly muiick rings. 

Olympus now and the divine abodes 
Glorious he feeks, and mixes with the iGods. 
Each heavenly bofom pants with fond desire 
To heaf the lofty verfe and golden lyre. 

Drawn 
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Drawn by the magic found, thjB Virgin-Nine 
With warblings fweet the facred tninftrel join : 
Now with ^d heait, lood voice, and jocund lays 
Full fweedy carci bounteous heaven's praiie ; 
And now in dirges &A^ and numbers flow 
Relate the. pkeous tale of hunian woe ; 
Woe, by the Gods on wretdied mortals cafb. 
Who vainly ihun afflidHon*^ wintry blaft, . 
And all in vain attempt with fond delay 
Death's certain (haft to ward, or chafe old age away. 

The Graces there, and fhulmg Hours are feen, 
And Cytherea, laughterJoving queen. 
And Harmony, and Hebe, lovely bandj 
To Q)right]iefl meafures dancing hand in hand. 
There, of no common port or vulgar mien, 
With heavenly radiance, fhines the Huntrcfs-Queen, 
Warbles refponfive to the golden lyre, 
Tunes her glad notes, and joins the virgin choir. 
There Mars and Mercury with awkward play. 
And uncouth gambols, wafle the live-long day. 

There 



t "■ 3 

There as Apollo moves with graceful pace 
A thouland glories play around his face ; 
In fplendor dreft he joins the feftive band, 
And fweeps the golden lyre with magic hand. 
Mean while, Latona and imperial Jove 
Eye the bright Godhead with parental love;,": 
And, as the Deities around him play, 
Well pleas'd his goodly mien and awflil port furvey^. 



* * The tpanflator, when he begun this piece, had lome tlioughts of 
giving a complete Englifh verlion of all Homer's Hymns, being the 
only parts of his works never yet tranflated y but (to fay nothing of his 
opinion of this fpecimen of his tranflation) fearing that this fpecies of 
poetry, though it has its beauties, and does not want admirers among 
the learned, would appear far tefs agreeable to the mere Englifh reader, 
he defifted. They, who would form the jufteft idea of this fort of 
compofition among the ancients, may be better informed, by perufing 
Dr. Akenfide's moft claffical Hymn to the Naiads^ than from any 
tranHatbn of Homer or Callimachus. 



T o 
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About to publKh a volume of Miicellanies. 

Written in the year 1755. 

SINCE now, all fcruples cafl away, 
Your works are rifing into day. 
Forgive, though I prefume to fend 
This honeft counfel of a friend. 



Let not your verfe, as verfe now goes. 
Be a flrange kind of meafurM profe ; 
Nor let your profe, which flire is worfe. 
Want nought but meafure to be verfe. 
Write from your own im^ination. 
Nor curb your Mufe by Imitation : 
For copies fhew, howe'er expreft, 
A barren genius at the beft. 
— But Imitation's all the mode ■■ — 
Yet where one hits, ten mifs the road. 



The mimic bard with pledure fees 
Mat. Prior's unafFeded eafe : 

AfTumes 
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Aflumes his ftyle, afFe<^s a ftory^ 

Sets every circumftance before ye, 

The day, the hour, the name, the dwelling. 

And mars a -ctttious tafe in tdlirtg i 

Obferves how eafy Prior flofvrs, 

Then runs his numtiers cbwinr to ptoie. 

r 

• : * .' 

Others have fought the filthy ftetyt 
To find a dirty fiip-fhod Mule. 
Their groping geftius, while it raketf 
The bogs, the c<»nmon^few'rs, and jakes^. 
Ordure and fikb ift rhppEne expo^v 
Difguftful to our eyes- and no^ y 
With many a daih --^ that amft 0!^nd us,. 
And much * * * * * * *- * * 



MOBUi non dtjkndui. 
O Swift I how wouldft thiou Hulk to ^,, 
Such are the bards who copy Thee ? 

This Milton for his plan will clkufe ; 
Wherein refembling Milton's Mule ? 



This 
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Milton, like thunder, rolls along 
In all the majefty of fong ; 
While his low mimics me$inly cr&sp. 
Not quite awake, nor quite aileep : 
Or, if their thunder chance to roll, 
'Tis thunder of the mtiftard bowl. 
The (HfF expreflion, phrdfes ftrange,' 
The epithet's prepoflerou3 change, 
Forc*d numbers, rough and unpolite. 
Such as the judging ear afiright. 
Stop in mid verle. Ye mimics vile I 
Is't thus ye copy Milton*s flyle ? 
His faults religiouily you trace, 
But borrow not a Single grace. 



How few, (fay, whence can it proceed ?) 
Who copy Milton, e*er fiicceed I 
But all their labours are in vain : 
And wherefore fb ? — The reafon*s plain. 
Take it for granted, *ti8 by thofe 
Milton's the modd moftly chofe. 
Who can't write verfe, and won't write profe. 

E Others, 
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Otho^, who aim at fancy» cKule 
To wooe the gentle Spenfcx's Muib. ; 

This poet fixes fqr his theme 
An allegory, or a dream j > 
Fidion and truth together jo&m 
Through a long waAe of fiimiy lilies ; 
Fondly believes hia hacy gLow$) 
And image upon ims^ grows;. ! 1 

Thinks his flrong Mufe takes wood^rpua Sa^a^ 
Whene'er flie fings of peede^ wightis,' 
Of dens, of palfl-eys, .^itUsf and knights : - ... 
*Till allegory, Spenfer^s: veil 
T' inflru£b and pleafe in moral tale^ 
With him's no veil the tnnthto iluxuu^' , 
But one impenetrable cloud. 

Others, more darings fix their hope 
On rivaling the feme of Pope« 
Satyr's the word, agaioft the times -r- 
Thefe catch the cadence of his rhymes, 
And borne from earth 1^ Pope^s &raag wings^ 
Their Muie afpifes, and boldly ffings 
Her dirt up in the face of kings. 



,f 



, i 
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\ 

In thefe the Ipleen of Pope we find ; 
But where the crreatnefs of his mind ? 
His ntimbers are their whole pretence, 
Mere ftrangers to his manly fenfe. 

Some few, the fav'rites of the Mtiie, 
Whom with her kindeft eye ihe views } 
Roimd whom Apollo^s brighteft tseyz i 

Shine forth with undiminifh'd blaze ; 
Some few, my friend, have i^etly trod 
In Imitation's dangerous road. 
Long as Tobacco's mild perfume 
Shall icent each happy curate's room. 
Oft as in elbow-chair he iinokes, 
And quaffs his ale, and cracks his joke^ 
So long, O * Brown, (hall kfl thy praife, 
Crown'd with Tobacco-leaf £or bays ; 
And whofoe'er thy vede (hall fee, 
Shall fill another Pipe to thee. 

E 2 ' EPIS- 

^ Ifaac Hawkins Brown, Efq. author of a piece callM the Pipe of 
T6bacco, a moft excellent imitation of fix different authors. 
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EPISTLE to J. B. Efq. 1757, 



AGAIN I urge my old objedion. 
That modem rules obfbiKSb.pcrfeftian, 
And the feverity of Tafte 
Has laid the walk of genius^ wafted 
Fancy's a flight we deal no more in. 
Our authors creep infteadof fbaring, . 
And all the brave imagination : 
Is dwindled into declamation. : 



But ftill you cry in fbber ^nef^ 
** There is difcretion e*cn in madnefs.*^ 
A pithy fentence, which wants crpdit j . 
Becaufe I find a poet.faid it: 
Their verdidt makes but finalLimpreflion, 
Who are known liars by. pnofdlHon. . 
Rife what exalted flights it will, 
True genius will be genius flill j 



And 
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And fay, that horle wou'd you prefer, 
Which wants a bridle or a fpur ? 
The mettled fleed may lofe his tricksy 
The jade grows callous to your kicks. 

Had Shakefpeare crept by modem rules. 
We'd loft his Witches, Fairies, Fools r 
Inftead of all that wild creation, 
He'd formed a regular plantation, 
A garden trim, and aU inclos'd. 
In niceft fymmetry difpos'd. 
The hedges cut in proper order. 
Nor e*en a branch beyond the border r 
Now like a foreft he appears. 
The growth o( twice three hundred years. 
Where many a tree ai^iring fhrouds 
Its airy fummit in the clouds, 
While round its root ftill love to twine 
The ivy or wild eglantine. 

" But Shakefpeare's all-creative dncj 
" Made others love extravagancy, 



« While 



/ 
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** While cloud-capt nonienfe was thdr aim, 
'* Like Hurlothrumbo's mad lord Flame." 
True — who can flop dull imitators ? 
Thofe younger brothers of trapilators, 
Thofe infeds, which from genius rife, 
And buzz about, in fwarms, like flies? 
Fashion, that fets the modes of dre^ 
Sheds too her influence o'er the prefs : 
As formerly the fbns of rhyme 
Sought Shakefpeare*s fancy and fiibHme> 
By cool correcSbiefs now they hope 
To emulate the praife of Pope. 
But Pope ^d Shakefpeare bodi difclaim 
Thefe low retainers to thdr fame. 



What tafk can dulnefs e'er af&d 
So eafy, as to write correB f 
Poets, 'tis faid, are fure to fplit 
By too much or too little wit ; 
So, to avoid th' extremes of either, 
They mifs their mark and follow m 



They 
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They fo exa^y potfe the fcale 

That neither meafure will prevaM, 

And mediocrity the Muic 

Did never in her fbns excu&» 

*Tis true, their tawdry works are graced 

With all the charms of modem tafte,, 

And every fenfekfs line is dreft 

In quaint expreillon's tinfel vef{^ 

Say did you sever chance to meet 

A monfieur-barber in the flreet, 

Whofe ruffle, as it lank depends, 

And dangles o'er his fingera* end's,, 

His olive-tan*d complexi(»i graces; 

With little dabs of Drefden laces. 

While for the body Mon£eur Vuff, 

Wou'd think e'en dowlas fine enough ? 

So fares it with our men of rhymes. 

Sweet tinklers of poetic chimes. 

For lace, and fringe, and tamrdiy doaths,^. 

Sure never yet were greater beaux ^ 

But fairly flrip them to the fhirt. 

They're all made up of rags and dirt. 



And 
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And fliall thefe wretx:hes bards cohimencc 
Without or fpirit, tafte, or fenfe ? 
And when they bring no other treafure, 
Shall I admire them for their meafure ? 
Or <lo I fcorn the critic's rules 
Becaufe I will not learn of fools ? 
Although Longinus' full-mouth'd profe 
With all the force of genius glows ; 
Though Dionyfius' learned tafte 
Is ever manly, juft, and chafte, 
Who, hke a fkilful wife phyfician, 
Difiedls each part of compofition, 
And fhews how beauty ftrikes the foul 
From a juft compadl: of the whole ; 
Though judgment, in Quintilian's page. 
Holds forth her lamp for ev'ry age ; 
Yet Hypercritics I difdain, 
A race of blockheads dull and vain, 
And laugh at all thofe empty fools. 
Who cramp a genius with dull rules. 
And what their narrow fcience mocks 
Damn with the name of Het'rodox. 



Thefc 



>ff 
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Thefe butchers of a poet's fame / 
While thejr ufurp the critic's name, 
Cry — " This is tafte — that's ray opinion. 
And poets dread their mock dominion. 



So have you feen with dire afFright, 
The petty monarch of the night, 
Seated aloft in elbow chair, 
Conmiand the prifbners to appear. 
Harangue an hour on watchmen's praife. 
And on the dire effeGt of fr^ys ; 
Then cry, " You'll fufler for your daring, 
** And d — ^n you, you {hall pay for fwearing." 
Then turning tell th' aftonifh'd ring, 
IJ/t to reprefmt the king. 



THE 
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The HARE and TORTOISE, 1757. 



V 



B L E. 



G 



ENIUS> bleftterm, of meaning .wide. 
For {lire no term fo mifapply'd, 
many bear thv facred name. 



That never felt a real flame ! 
Proud of the fpecious appellation. 
Thus fools have chriften'd inclination^ 



But yet fuppofe a genius true, 
Exempli gratia, me or you : 
Whate'er he tries with due attention, 
Rarely efcapes his apprehenfion ; 
Surmounting ev'ry oppofition, 
You*d fwear he learnt by intuition. 
Shou'd he rely alone on parts, 
And ftudy therefore but by darts ? 
Sure of fuccefs whene'er he tries. 
Should he forego the means to rife ? 



Suppofe 
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Suppofe your watch a Grahiam make, 
Gold, if you will, for value fake ; 
Its (prings within in order due, 
No watdi, when going, goes fo true ; 
If ne*er wound up with proper care. 
What fervice is it in the wear ? 



Some genial fpark of Phoebus' rays, 
Perhaps within your bofom plays : 

how the purer rays afpire. 
If A|^lication fans the fire ! 
Without it Genius vainly tries, 
Howe'er fbmetimes it feems to rife : 
Nay Application will prevail. 
When bra^art parts and Genius fail : 
And now to lay my proof before ye, 

1 here prefent you with a.ftory. 

In days of yore, when time was young. 
When birds conversed as wdl as fiing. 
When ufe of fpeech was not confin'd, 
•Mi^rely to brutes of human kind, 

F 2 
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A forward Hare, of iwiftnefe vain, 
The Genius of the neighb'ring pkip, 
Wou'd oft deride the drudging croiid i ' 
For Geniufes are ever proud. 
He*d boaft, his flight 'twere vain to follow, 
For dog and horfe heM hat them iw/Uw, 
Nay, if he put forth all his ftrength> 
Outftrip his brethren half a kngtbl 

A Tortoife heard his vain oration,^ . 
And vented thus his indignaticm. : 
Oh Pufs, it bodes thee dire dif^ace^ 
When I defy thee to the race.. 
Come, *tis a match> nay> no denial, ... 
I lay my fhell upon the triaL 



*.^ ^»««^* » 
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'Twas done and done, all.to> abet^ 
Judges prepar'd, and diftance fet. 

• • » • • • » 

The fcamp'ring Hare outftript the 
The creeping Tortoife la^'d behind. 



I • t 
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[ 37 ] 

And fcarce had'paf&d a-^uigje pdb, 
When Pufs had almoft reached, the goal 
Friend Tortoife, qyoth the jeering Hare^ 
Your burthen's more, thah yoik can bear> 
To help yoiir ipeed^- it were, as veil . 
That I fhould eafe yon of ybiVilbeUr . 
Jog on a litde fafter pr'ythee^ 
I'll take a nap, and then be with thee* 
So (aid, fo done, and fafely fure,^ 
For fay, what conqueft more (ecure ? 
Whene'er he wak'd (that's all that's in it) 
He could o'ertake him in a minute* 



The Tortoife heard his taunting jeer. 
But ftili refblv'd to per/everey 
Still drawl'd along, as who fhould fay, 
I'U win, like Fabius, by delay ; 
Oi^ to the goal ifecurely crept. 
While Pufs unknowing fbundly flept* 



The 
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The bets were won, the Hare awsd^ 
When thus the viftor Tortoife {pake. . 
Pufs, tho' I own thy quicker. partSy 
Things are not always done Iqr ftarts. - 
You may deride my awkward pac^, 
But Jhw and Jieady wins the r2icc. 
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The SATYR and PEDLAR, 1757. 

WORDS are, fo WcOlafton defines. 
Of our ideas merej^ figns, 
Which have a powV at will to vary,. 
As being vague and arbitrary. 
Now damnd for inflance — all agree, 
Damnd\ x!tit fuperlative degree j 
Means tbat^ alone, 'and nothing more> 
However taken heretofore j 
Damnd is a word can't iland alone. 
Which has no meaning of its own,. , 
But fignifies or. bod .of good 
Juft as its neighbour's underllood» 
Examples we may .find enough, 
Damndhi^, danrndlowy damf^dBne, dofm'd ^f£» 
So fares it toa^th it?' relation, 
1 mt^ its CuhRandvCy dammthn. 
The wit with metaphors makes bold. 

And tells you he's damniUion cold \ 

Perhaps 
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Perhaps, that metaphor forgot, 
.The felf-lame wit*s docmnaiioft hot 



And here a fable I remember — 

Once in the middle of December, 

When ev'ry mead in fndw is loft> 

And ev'ry river bound with froft. 

When families get all togeth^. 

And feelingly talk o'er the weather ; 

When — pox on the ^efcriptive rhyme — 

In ihort it was the winter time. 

It was a Pedlar's hapjpy lot, 

To fall into a Satyr's cot : 

Shiv'ring with cold, and almoft froze, v 

With pearly drop upon his nole, 

His fingers* ends all pinch'd to death. 

He blew upon them with ^s breath. 

" Friend, quoth the Satyr, what initends 

** That blowing on thy fingers ends ? 

** It is to warm them thus I blow, 

<* For they are froze as cold as fhow. 

<^ And 
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<< And (o inclement has it been 
" I'm like a cake of ice within." 
Come, quoth the Sa^r, comfort, man ! 
1*11 chear thy infide, if I can ; 
YouVe welcome in my homely cottage 
To a warm fire, and meis o£ pottage. 

This faid, the Satyr, nothing loth, 
A bowl prepar*d of lav'ry broth, 
Which with delight the Pedlar vicw*d. 
As (moaking on the board it flood. 
But, though the very fteam aroie 
With grateful odour to his noie. 
One fingle fip he ventured not. 
The gruel was ib wond rous hot. 
What can be done ? — with gentle puiF 
He blows it, 'till its cool enough. 



Why how now, Pedlar, what's the matter ? 
Still at thy blowing I quoth the Satyr. 
I blow to cool it, cries the Clown, 
That I may get the liquor down : 

G For 
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For though I grant, youVe made it well. 
You've boil'd it, fir, as hot as hell. 



Then raiding high his cloven ftump,^ 
The Satyr finote him on the rump.. 
** Begone, thou double knave, or fool, 
" With the fame breath to warm and cool : 
** Friendfhip with fiich I never hold 
" Who*re fb damnd hot, and fo damnd cold. 



THE 
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The CIT'S COUNTRY BOX, 1757. 

Vos fapere ^ folos ah bene viverey quorum^ 
Confpiciiur nitidis fundata pecunia villis, Hor. 

TH E wealthy Cit, grown old in trade, 
Now wifhes for the rural fhade, 
And buckles to his one-horfe chair, 
Old Doibin, or the founder'd mare ; 
Wliile wedg'd in dofely by his fide, 
Sits Madam, his unwieldy bride, 
Widi yacfy on a ftool before *cm. 
And out they jog in due decorum. 
Scarce pail the turnpike half a mile. 
How all the country feems to fmile \ 
And as they flowly jog together. 
The Cit commends the road and weather ; 
While Madam doats upon the trees, 
And longs for ev'ry houfe flie fees, 
Admires its views, its fituation. 
And thus (he opens her oration. 

G 2 What 
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What fignify the loads of wealth. 
Without that richeft jewel, health ? 
Excufe the fondnefs of a wife. 
Who doats upon your precious life ! 
Such eafelefs toil, fuch conftant care, 
Is more than human flrength can bear. 

■ 

One may obferve it in your face — 
Indeed, my dear, you break apace : 
And nothing can your health repair. 
But exercife, and country air. 
Sir Traffic has a hoiile, you know, 
About a mile from Qtettey-Row : 
He-s a good man. indeed 'ti. true. 
But pot fo warffiy my dear,' ^ you : 
And folks are always apt to fneer -— 
One would not be outndone, my dear I 

Sir Traffic's name fb well upply'd 
Awak'd his brother merchant's pride ; 
And Thrifty, who had all his life 
Paid utmoft deference to his wife. 



Confefs'd 
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Confefs'd her arguments had reaTon, 
And by th' approaching fummer feafon, 
Draws a few hundreds from the flocks, 
And purchafes his Country Box^ 

Some three or four mile out of town, 
(An hour's ride will bring you down,) 
He fixes on his choice abode. 
Not half a furlong from the road : 
And fo convenient does it lay, 
The flages pafs it ev*ry day r 
And then Co fhug, fo mighty pretty. 
To have an houfe fo near the city I 
Take but your places at the Boar 
You're fet down at the very door. 

Well then, fuppofe them fix*d at hRy 
White-wafhing, painting, fcrubbing pafl. 
Hugging themfelves in eafe and clover^ 
With all the fufs of moving over ; 
Lo, a new heap of whims are bred i 
And wanton in my lady's head. 



Well, 
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Well to be fure, it muft be own*d, 
It is a charming fpot of ground ; 
So fweet a diftance for a ride, 
And all about (o countrified! 
'Twould come to but a trifling price 
To make it quite a paradife ^ 
I cannot bear thofe nafty rails, 
Thofe ugly broken^mouldy pales: 
Suppofe, my dear, inftead of thefe, 
We build a railing, all Chinefe. 
Although one hates to be exposed, 
'Tis difmal to be thus inclos'd; 
One hardly any object fees — 
I wifli you'd fell thofe odious trees. 
Objects continual pafling by 
Were fomething to amufe the eye, 
But to be pent within the walls — 
One might as weH be at St. PauFs. 
Our houfe beholders would adore. 
Was there a level lawn before. 
Nothing its views^o incommode. 
But quite laid open to the road; 



While 
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While ev'ry trav'ler in amaze, 
Should on our little manfion gaze. 
And pointing to the choice retreat, 
Cry, that's Sir Thrifty's Country Seat. 

No doubt her arguments prevail. 
For Madam's taste can never fail. 



Bleft age ! when all men may procure, 
The title of a Connoifleur ; 
When noble and ignoble herd, 
Are govern'd by a fingle word j 
Though, like the royal German dames, 
It bears an hundred Chriftian names ; 
As Genius, Fancy, Jfudment, Gout, 
Whim, Caprice, Je-ne-fcai-quoi, Virtu: 
Which appellations all defcribe 
Taste, and the modern tajieful tnh^. 

Now bricklay'rs, carpenters, and joiners. 
With Chinefe artifts, and defigners. 



Produce 
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Produce their fchemes of alteration> 

To work this wond'rous reformation. 

The ufeful dome, which fecret flood, 

Embofbm'd in the yew-tree's wood, 

The travler with amazement fees 

A temple, Gothic, or Chinefe, 

With many a bell, and tawdry rag on, 

And crefted with a fprawling dragon ; 

A wooden arch is bent aftride 

A ditch of water, four foot wide, 

With angles, curves, and zigzag lines, 

From Halfpenny's exad: defigns. 

In front, a level lawn is feen, 

Without a fhrub upon the green, 

Where Tafte would want its firft great law, 

But for the fkulking, fly hor-ha^ 

By whofe miraculous afliflance. 

You gain a proiped two fields diftance. 

And now from Hyde-Park Corner come 

The Gods of Athens, and of Rome. 

Here fquabby Cupids take their places, 

With Venus, and the clumfy Graces t 



Apollo 
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Apollo diere, with aim fo clever, 
Stretches his leaden bow for ever ; 
And there, without the pow'r to fly, 
Stands fix*d a tip-toe Mercury. 

The Villa thus completely gracM, 
All own, that Thrifty has a Tafte ; 
And Madam*s female friends, and coufins, 
With common-council-men, by dozens, 
Flock ev*ry Sunday to the Seat, 
To fbire about them, and to eat* 



H From 
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From CATULLUS. 



CHLOE, that dear bewitching prude, 
Still calls me faucy, pert, and rudef. 
And fbmetimes almoft ftrikes me ; 
And yet, I Iwear, I can*t tell how, 
Spite of the knitting of her brow, 
I'm very lure fhe likes me. 

Alk you me, why I fancy thus ? 
Why, I have called her jilt, and puis, 

And thought myfelf above her ; 
And yet I feel it, to my coft. 
That when I rail againft her moft, 

I*m very ftire I love her. 



SHAKE- 
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SHAKESPEARE: 



An E P I S T L E to Mr. GAR RICK. 



THANKS to much induftry and pains, 
Much twifting of the wit and brains, 
Tranflation has unlocked the iloie, 
And fpread abroad the Grecian lore. 
While Sophocles his fcenes are grown 
E'en as familiar as our own. 



No more fhall Tafte prefume to fpeak 
From its encloAires in the Greek ; 
But, all its fences broken down. 
Lie at the mercy of the town. 



(C 



Critic, I hear thy torrent rage, 
'Tis blafphemy againfl that ftage. 
Which ^fchylus his warmth defign'd, 
* • Euripides his tafte refin'd, 

H 2 And 



<< And Sophocles his lafl du'edion, 

" Stamp'd with the fignet of perfcdion.'*^ 

Pcrfedlion I *tis but a word ideal^ 
That bears about it nothing real i 
For excellence was never hit 
In the firft eflays o£ man's wit. 
Shall ancient worth, or ancient fame 
Preclude the Moderns from their claim ? 
Muft they be blockheads, dolts, and fools, 
Who write not u|>. to Grecian rules ? 
Who tread in buikins or in fbcks. 
Muil they be damnM as Heterodox, 
Nor merit of good works prevail. 
Except within the claiHc |^e ? 
'Tis ilufF that bears the name of knowlege. 
Not current half a mile from college ; 
Where half their ledures yield no more 
(Befure I Ipeak of times of yore) 
Than juft a niggard light, to mark 
How much we all are in the dark. 



As 
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As rufhligktS) in a fpacious room, 
Jufl biirn enough to form a gloom. 

When Shakefpeare leads the mind a danee^ 
From France to England, hence to France, 
Talk not to me of time and place ; 
I own I'm happy in the chace. 
Whether the drama's here or there, 
'Tis nature, Shakefpeare, every where. 
The poet's fancy can create, 
Contrad, enlarge, annihilate. 
Bring pad and prefent clofe tc^ther. 
In fpite of diflance, feas, or weather ; 
And fhut up in a fuigk action. 
What coil whole years in its tranfadion. 
So, ladies at a play, or rout. 
Can flirt the univerfe about, 
Whofe geographical account 
Is drawn and pidur'd on the mount. 
Yet, when they pleafe, contrad the plan, 
And fhut the world up in a fan. 



True 
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True Genius, like Armida's wand, 
Can raife the fpring from bairen land. 
While all the art of Imitation, 
Is pilf 'ring from the firft creation ; 
Traniplanting flowers, with ufelefs toil. 
Which wither in a foreign foil. 
As confcience often fets us right 
By its interior adivc light, 
Without th' afliftance of the laws 
To combat in the moral caufe ; 
So Genius, of itfelf difceming, 
Without the myftic rules of learning, 
Can, from its prefent intuition, 
Strike at the truth of compofltion. 



Yet thofe who breathe the claflic vein, 
Enlifted in the mimic train. 
Who ride their fteed with double bit, 
Ne'er run away with by their wit. 
Delighted with the pomp of rules. 
The fpecious pedantry of fchools. 



i . 






(Which 
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(Which rules, like crutches, ne*er became 
Of any ufe but to the lame) 
Purfue the method fet before 'em ; 
Talk much of order, and decorum, 
Of probability of fidion, 
Of manners, ornament, and didion^ 
And with a jargon of hard names, 
(A privilege which dulnefs claims. 
And merely us'd by way of fence, 
To keep out plain and common fenfe) 
Extol the wit of antient days. 
The fimple fabric of their plays ; 
Then from the fable, all fo chafle, 
Trick'd up in antient-modern tafte,. 
So mighty gentle all the while, 
In luch a fweet defcriptive ftile. 
While Chorus marks the fervile mode 
With fine refledion, in an ode, 
Prefent you with a perfed piece, 
Form'd on the model of old Greece, 



Come, 
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Come, pr ythee Critic, fet before us, 
The ufe and office of a chorus. 
What ! filent I why then, I'll produce 
Its fervices from antient ufe. 



'Tis to be ever on the ftage. 
Attendants upon grief or rage. 
To be an arrant go-between. 
Chief-mourner at each difmsd fcene ; 
Shewing its forrow, or delight, 
By fhifting dances, left and right. 
Not much unlike our modern notions, 
Adagio or Allegro motions ; 
To watch upon the deep diilreis. 
And plaints of royal wretchedne(s ; 
And when, with tears, and execration. 
They've pour'd out all their lamentation, 
And wept .whole catarads from their eyes. 
To call on rivers for fupplies, 
And with dieir Haisy and Hees^t and Hoes.^ 

To make a ^mphony of woes. 

Doubtlefs 
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Doutlefs the Antients want the art 
To flrike at once upon the heart : 
Or why their prologues of a mile 
In finiple — call it — humble ftile. 
In unimpaflionM phraie to {sy 
" Tore the beginning of this play, 
« I, haplefs Polydore, was found 
« By fiihermen, or others, drown*d I" 
Or, << I, a gendeman, did wed, 
** The lady I wou'd never bed, 
*^ Great Agamemnon's royal daughter, 
** Who's coming hidier to draw water." 



Or need the Chorus to reveal 
Reflexions, which the audience feel ; 
And jog them, left attention fink. 
To tell them how and what to think ? 



Oh, where's the Bard, who at one view 
CouM look the whole creation through. 
Who travers'd all the human heart. 
Without recourfe to Grecian art ? 

I He 
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He fcorn'd the modes of imitation^ 
Of altering, pilfering, and tranilation. 
Not painted horror, grief, or rage, 
From models of a former age ; 
The bright origin^ he took. 
And tore the leaf from nature^s book» 
*Tis Shakefpeare, thus, who ftands alone - 
— But why repeat what Tou have fhown ? 
How true, how perfed, and how well, 
The feelings of our hearts muft tell. 



EPIS- 



s 
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EPISTLE to J— B— Efq. 1757. 

HA S my good dame a wicked child ? 
It takes the gender name of wild. 
If chefts he breaks, if locks he picks, 
'Tis nothing more than youthful tridcs. 
The mother's fondnels (lamps it merit. 
For vices are a fign of fpirit. 

Say, do the neighbours think the £une. 
With the good old indulgent dame ? 
Cries goflip Prate, *' I hear with grief 
<< My neighbour's fbn*s an arrant thief. 
^* Nay, cou'd you think it, I am told, 
<< He dole five guineas, all in gold. 
** You know the youth was always wild — ^ 
^ He got his father's maid with child ; 
" And robb'd his mailer, to defray 
" The money he had loft at play. 
*< All means to fave him now muft fail. 

« 

" What can it end in ? — In a jail." 

I 2 Howe'cr 
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However the dame doats o'er her youths 
My gofllp fays the very truth. 

But as his vices love wou'd hide> 
Or torture them, to virtue's fide, 
So friendfhip's glafs deceives the eye, 
(A glafs too apt to magnify) 
And makes you think at leafl you fee 
Some fpark of genius, ev'n in me : 
You fay I fhou d get fame. I doubt it : 
Perhaps I am as well without it. 
For what's the worth of empty praife ? 
What poet ever din'd on bays ? 
For though the Laurel, rarefl waadcr ! 
May fcreen us from the fb'oke of thunder. 
This mind I ever was, and am in. 
It is no antidote to famine. 
And poet's live on flender fare. 
Who, like Chameleons, feed on air. 
And flarve, to gain an empty breath, 

Which only ferves them after death. 

Grant 
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Grant I fucceed, like Horace rif^ 
And (Irike my head againft the ikies,. 
Common experience daily fliews. 
That poets have a world of foes j 
And we fhall find in every town 
Goflips enough to cry them down ;. 
Who meet in pious eonver£ition 
T* anatomize a reputation^ 
With flippant tongue, and empty heac^ 
Who talk of things they never read. 

Their idle cenfures I deipife ; 
Their niggard praifes won*t fuffice; 
Tempt me no more then to the crime 
Of dabbling in the font of rhime. 
My Mufe has anfwer*d all her end. 
If her produ<^ons pleafe a friends 
The world is burthen'd with her ftorcy 
Why need I add one fcribbler more ? 



ODE 
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O D E 



Spoken on a public Occafion at Weftminfter-fchool. 

NO R at Apollo*s vaunted fhrine, 
Nor to the fabled Sifters Nine, 
Oflers die youth his inefiedlual vow. 
Far be dieir rites ! — Such worflup fits not now ; 

When at £liza*s lacred name 

Each breaft receives the prefent flame 3 
While eager genius plumes her infant wings, 
And with bold impuUe ftrikes th* accordant ftrings, 

Refleding on 'the crouded line 

Of mitred fages, bards divine, 
Of patriots, adive in their country *s caufe, 
Who plan her councils, or dired her laws. 

Oh Memory I how thou lov*ft to ftray. 

Delighted, o'er the flow'ry way 

Of childhood's greener years ! when fimple youth 

Pour*dthe pure didates of ingenuous truth I 

'Tis 
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*Tis then the fouls congenial meet, 

Inrpir'd with friendfhips genuine heat, 
£*er intereft, frantic zeal, or jealous art. 
Have taught the language foreign to the heart. 

'Twas her By in many an early ilrain 

Dryden firft try'd his claflic vein,^ 
Spurr'd his ftrong genius to the diflant goal. 
In wild efiuillons of his manly foul ; 

When Buiby^s fkill, and judgment lage^ 

Reprefs'd the poet's frantic r^e, 
Cropt his luxuriance bold, and blended taught 
The flow of numbers with the ftrength of thought. 

Nor, Cowley, be thy Mufe forgot ! which ftrays 

In wit's ambiguous flowery maze. 
With many a pointed turn and ftudied art : 

Tho' affedation blot thy rhyme. 

Thy mind was lofty and fublime. 
And manly honour dignified thy heart : 
Though fond of wit, yet firm to virtue's plan, 
The Poet's trifles ne'er difgrac'd the Man. 

Well 
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Well might thy morals fweet engage 

Th* attention of the Mitred Sage, 
Smit with the plain fimplicity of truth. 

For not ambition's giddy ftrife, 

The gilded toys of public life, 
Which fnare the gay tmilable youth, 

Cou'd lure Thee from the fober charms. 

Which lapt thee in retirements' arms, 
Whence Thou, untainted with the pride of flate, 
Coud'fl finile with pity on the buftling Great. 

Such were Eliza's Tons. Her fofl'ring care 
Here bad free genius tune his grateful fong ; 
Which elfe had wafted in the defart air. 
Or droop'd unnotic'd 'mid the vulgar throng, 

— Ne'er may her youth degenerate fhame 

The glories of Eliza's namei 

But with the poet's frenzy bold. 

Such as infpir'd her bards of old. 
Pluck the £reen laurel from the hand of ^me 1 



The 
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The ACTOR. 



A D D R B S S'O T O 



BONNELL THORNTON, Efq. 



A 



CTING, dear Thornton, its perfedion draws 

From no obfervance of mechanic laws : 

No fettled maxims of a favorite ilage. 

No rules delivered down from age to age. 

Let players nicely mark them as they will. 

Can e'er entail hereditary fkill. 

If, 'mongfl the humble hearers of the pit, 

Some curious veteran critic chance to fit. 

Is he pleased more becaufe 'twas a6ted fo 

By Booth and Gibber thirty years ago ? 

The mind recals an obje<Sb held more dear,' 

And hates the copy, that it comes fo near. 

Why lov*d we Wilks*s air, Booth's nervous tone ? 

In them 'twas natural, 'twas all their own. 

A Garrick's genius muft our wonder raife. 

But gives his mimic no refleded praife. 

K Thrice 
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Thrice happy Genius, whofe unnval*d name. 
Shall live for ever in the voice of Fame I 
*Tis thine to lead, with more than magic (kill. 
The train of captive pafHohs at thy will ; 
To bid the burfting tear fpontaneous flow 
In the fweet fenfe of iympathetic woe : 
Through cv r y vein I feel a cHlncfs citep., 
When horrors fuch as thine have murder dfieep ; 
And at the old man's look and frantic flare 
'Tis Lear alarms me, for I fee him there. 
Nor yet confln'd to tn^c walks alone. 
The Comic Mule too claims thee for her own. 
With each delightful rcquifite to {deafe, 
Tafte, Spirit, Judgment, Elegance, and Eafe, 
Familiar nature forms thy only rule. 
From Ranger's rake to Druggcr's vacant fool. 
With powfcrs fo pliant, and fo various bleft, 
That what we fee the laft, we like the beft. 
Not idly pleas'd, at judgment's dear expence. 
But burft outrageous with the laugh of fenfe. 



Perfedion's 
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Parfedion's top, with weaiy toil and pain, 
'Tis genius only that can hope to gain. 
The Play'r's profeflion (tho' I hate the phrafe, 
*Tis fo mechanic in thefe modem days) 
Lies not in trick, or attitude, or ftart. 
Nature's true knowlege is his only art. 
The flrong-felt paflion bolts into the face, 
The mind untouch'd, what is it but grimace ? 
To this one flandard make your juft appeal, 
Here lies the golden fecret; learn to feel. 
Or fool, or monarch, happy, or diftreft. 
No a<^or pleafes that is not poffeftd* 

Once on the ftage, in Rome's declining days, 
When Chxiftians were the fubje<^ of their plays. 
E'er perfecution dropp'd her iron rod. 
And men ftill wag'd ui impious war with God, 
An ador ilourifh'd of no vulgar fame, 
Nature's difciple, and Geneft his name, 
A noble objed for his fldll he chofe, 
A martyr dying 'midfl: infulting foes. 

K 2 ReTign'd 
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Refign*d with patience to religion's laws, 
Yet braving monarchs in his Saviour^s caufe. 
Fill'd with th' idea of the lecret part. 
He felt a zeal beyond the reach of art. 
While look and voice, and gefture, all expreft 
A kindred ardour in the player's breafl ; 
Till as the flame thro' all his bofom ran. 
He lofl the Ador, and commenc'd the Man : 
Profefl the faith, his pagan gods denied. 
And what he aded then, he after died. 



The Player's province they but vainly try. 
Who want thefc powVs, Deportment^ P^oice, and Eye* 

The Critic Sight 'tis only Grace can pleale, 
No figure charms us if it has not Eafe. 
There are, who think the (lature all in all. 
Nor like the hero, if he is not tall. 
The feeling fenfe all other want fupplies, 
I rate no ador's merit from his fize. 
Superior height requires fuperior grace. 
And what's a giant with a vacant face ? 

Theatric 
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Theatric monarchs, in their tragic gait, 
AffeA to mark the fblemn pace of ftate. 
One foot put forward in pofition ftfong, 
The other, like its vailal, dragg'd alc»ig. 
So grave each motion, fo exa<Sb and flow, 
Like wooden monarchs at a puppet-ihow* 
The mien delights us that has native grace^ 
But afTedation ill fupplies its place. 

Unfkilful adors, like your mimic apes, 
Will writhe their bodies in a thou&nd fhapes ; 
However foreign from the poet's art. 
No tragic hero but admires a flart. 
What though unfeeling of the nervous line. 
Who but allows his attitude is fine ? 
While a whole minute equipoised he ftands. 
Till praife difmifs him with her echoing hands \ 
Refolv'd, though nature hate the tedious pauTe,, 
By perfeverance to extort applaufe. 
When Romeo forrowing at his Juliet's doom,^ 
With eagor madnefs burfts the canvas tomb^. 

The 
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The fudden whirl, ftretch'd leg, and lifted ftafF, 
Which pleafe the vulgar, make the critic laugji. 

To paint the paflion's force, and mark it well. 
The proper adion nature's felf will tell : 
No pleading pow*rs diftortions e'er exprefs, 
And nicer judgment always loaths excels. 
In Tock or bufkin, who overleaps the bounds, 
Diigufls our reafon, and the tafte confounds. 

Of all the evils which the ftage molefi, 
I hate your fool who overads his jeft : 
Who m^urders what the poet finely writ. 
And, like a bungler, higgles all his wit, 
Witih fhrug, and grin, and gefture out of place, 
And writes a foolifh comment with his iaae* 
Old Johnfon once, tho' Gibber's perter vein 
But meanly groupes him with a num'rous tr^, 
Widi ileady face, and fober hum'rous mien, 
Fill'd the ftrcmg outlines of the comic icene. 
What was writ ddw^i, with decent utt'rance fpoke, 

Betray 'd no fymptom of the confcious joke ; 

The 
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The very man in look, in voice, in air, 
And tho' upon the ilage, appear'd no Play'r. 

The word and adion fhould conjointly fuit, 
But ading words is labour too minute. 
Grimace will ever lead the judgment wrong ',. 
While fober humour marks th' impreffion. ftrong,. 
Her proper traits the fixt attentsion hit,. 
And bring me clofer to the poet's wit ;. 
With her delighted o'er each fcene I go, 
Well-plea& d, and not aHiam'd of being Co. 

But let the generous A<5i:or flill knhcai 
To copy features with a Mimic's care 1 
'Tis a poor fkill, which ev'ry fool can reach, 
A vile ftage-cuftom, honour'd in the breach. 
Worfe as more clofe, the difingenuous art 
But fhews the wanton loofenefs of the he^t. 
When I behold a wretch, o( talents mean. 
Drag private foibles on the public fcene,, 
Forfaking nature's fair and open road 
To mark fome \djim, fome flrange peculiar mode, 

Fir'd 
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Fir*d with difguft I loath his fervile plan, 

Defpife the mimic, and abhor the man. 

Go to the lame, to hofpitals repair. 

And hunt for humour in diflortions there I 

Fill up the meaflire of the motley whim 

With fhrug, wink, fhuffle, and convulfive limb ; 

Then (hame at once, to pleafe a trifling age. 

Good (enfe, good manners, virtue, and the ilage t 



*Ti$ not enough the Voice be {bund and clear, 
*Tis modulation that muft charm the ear. 
When defperate heroines grieve with tedious moan, 
And whine their forrows in a fee-faw tone. 
The fame foft foimds of unimpaflioned woes 
Can only mdke the yawning hearers doze. 

The voice all mod^s of pafHon can expre^, 
That marks the proper word with proper ftrefs. 
But none emphatic can that adlor call, 
Who lays an equal emphaiis on all^ 



Some 
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Some o*er the tongue the labour'd meafures roll 
Slow and delib'rate as the parting toll. 
Point cv'ry ilop, mark ev'ry pauie Co ftrong. 
Their words, like ftage-proceffions, ftalk along. 
All aiFeifitation but creates difgufl, 
And e'en in ipeaking we may feem too juft. 

Nor proper, Thornton, can thofe founds appear 
Which bring not numbers to thy nicer ear : 
In vain for them the pleafing meaiure ilows« 
Whofe recitation runs it all to profe ; 
Repeating what the poet fets not down. 
The verb disjointing from its friendly noun. 
While paufe^ and break, and repetition join 
To make a difcord in each tuneful line. 



Some placid natures fill th' allotted (bene 
With lifelefs drone, infipid and ferene^ 
While others thunder ev'ry couplet o*er, 
And almofl crack your ears with rant and roar. 



More 
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More nature oft and £ner ftrokes are fhown^ 
In the low wliilper than tempeftuous tone. 
And Hamlet's hollow voice and fixt amaze, 
More powerful terror to the mind convejrs, 
Than he, who fwol'n with big impetuous rag^ 
Bullies the bulky phantom off the ftage» 

He, who in earned ftudies o^er his part^ 
Will find true nature cling about his heart. 
The modes of grief are iiot incltided all 
In the white handkerchief and mournful drawl i 
A (ingle look more marks th' internal; woe, 
Than all the windings of the lengthened C^. 
Up to the Face the quick fenfation flies. 
And darts its meaning from the fpeaking Eyes ; 
Love, tranfport, madnefs, anger, fcorn, defpair. 
And all the pa/IIons, all the ibul is there. 

In vain Ophelia gives her flowrets roimd. 

And with her draws fantaftic ftrews &e ground. 

In vain now jQngs, now lieaves the defjp*rate iigh, 

If phrenzy fit not in the troubled eye. 

In 
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In Cibber-'s look commanding forrows /peak, 
And call the tear fail trick'ling down my cheek. 

Tho'e is a fault Which ftirs the critic's rage ; 
A war^t of due attention on the ilage. 
I have ieen a£lx>rs, and admir'd ones too, 
Whoie tongues wound up fet forward from their cue ; 
In tJieir own fpeech who whine, or roar away. 
Yet feem unmov'd at what the reft may lay ; 
Whc^ cr^es and thou^ts on diiTrent objeds roam, 
Until the proij^ter'^ V<»o& ^ec4l them home. 

Diveft yourfelf of hearers, if' you can. 
And ftrive to fpeak, and be the very man. 
Why ^hbiikl liie >yell-brcd ador wiih to know 
Who fits above to-Jtjight, or. who below ? 
So, -mid th- iarmomous tonca of grief or rage, 
Italian fquall^ oft diigrape the f^Btgt ; 
When, wiih a fimp'ring leer, and bowprcrfound. 
The fqueaking Cyrus ^eets the boxes i^ound ^ 
Or proud Mandane, i^f imperii race. 
Familiar drops a curt'iie to her gtdce. 

L 2 To 



/ 
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To fuit the drefs demands the a<^or's art, 
Yet there are thofe who over-drefe the part. 
To fome prcfcriptive right gives fettled things. 
Black wigs to murd'rers, feather'd hats to kings; 
But Michael Caflio might be drunk enough, . 
Tho' aU his features were not grim'd with fhuff. 
Why Ihou'd Pol Peachum iMne in fatin cloaths ? 
Why ev'ry devil dance in £:arlet hofe B 

But in fl:age-<nifloms what ofiends me moft* 
Is the flipHdoor, and flowly-rifing ghoft. 
Tell me, nor count the queftion too fevere. 
Why need the difmal powder'd* forms appear I 



' . 1 



When chilling horrors make th' affrighted king, 
And guilt torments him with her fcorpon fting j ■ 
When keeneft feelings at hiis boibm pull. 
And fancy tells him that the leat is fiiH ; 
Why need the ghoft ufurp the monarch^ place. 
To frighten children with his mealy face ? 
The king alone fhou'd form the phantom there^ 
And talk and tremble ^t the vacant chair. 

If 
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If Belvidera her lov'd lofs deplorcj. 
Why for twin fpedbres burfts the yawning floor:? : 
When with difofder*d ftaits, and horrid cries^ 
She paints the murder'd forms before her eyes,. * 
And (till purines them with a frantic flare,. 
'Tis pregnant madnefs brings the viiions tiiere^: . 
More inftant horror would enforce the icene, -'. 
If all her ihudd'rings were at fhapes unfe^ 



^ . / 



Poet and Ador thus, with blended fkiU, : ' 
Mould all our pafHons to their infiant will;;; : 
*Tis thus, when feeling Garrick treads the ftage,. 
(The fpeaking comment of his Shakefpear's page} 
Oft as I drink the words with greedy ears,. 
I fhake with hotrory or dii&lve with tears^ . 



O, ne'er .may iblbfr feizethe thrcxie of tafte^i^ j- 
Nor dulne^ lay die realms of gemusi.wafte i. ' / 
No bouncing, crackers ape the thundTrer's. fiife,. . 

No tumbler float jupon the. bending wire:!; .: 
More natural u(es to the ftage belong,. 
Than tumblers, monflers, pantomime, or fong. 

For 
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For other purpofe was that (pot defign'd : 
To pliTgc the: paffions, and reform the mind. 
To give to. nature all the force of art, 
And while it .charms the ear to mend the heart 



Thornton, to thee, I dare with truth commend> 
The decent .m^ as virtue's natural friend* 
Tho' oft debas'd with icenes profane aild loofe, 
No reafon weighs againfl it*s proper ufe. 
Tho' the lewd prieft his iacred fimdion ihame, 
Religion's - perfed iaw. is itill the £ime. 

Shall They, who trace t!he pailions from their rife> 
Shew fcom her features, her own image vice ? 
Who teach the mind it's proper force to ican. 
And hold the faithftil mirror up to man, 
Shall their prbleflxon e'er provoke difdain, 
Who ftand^the foremofl ia 1^ mortal train, 
Who lend jeflo^ba dU the grace of art,* 
And ilrike the precept ihome upon the heart? 



Yet, 
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Yet, haplefs Artift ! tho' thy Ikill can raife 
The burfting peal of univerfal praife, 
Tho' at thy beck Applaufe delighted (lands, 
And lifts, Briareus' like, her hundred hands^, 
Know, fame awards thee but a partial breath ! 
Not all thy talents bra^e the flroke of deaths 
Poets to ages yet unborn appeal, 
And lateft times th' Eternal Nature feeL 
Tho* blended here the praife of bard and play'r, 
While more than half becomes tiie Ador*s (hare, 
Relentlefs death untwifts the mingled fame,. 
And finks the player in the poet's name» 
The pliant mufcles of the various face^ 
The mien that gave each fentence llrength and grac^, 
The tuneful voice,^ die eye that fpoke the mind^. 
Are gonej nor leave a fingle trace behind* 



To 
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To GEORGE COLMAN, Eftj. 

A FAMILIAR EPISTLE. 
Written Jan. i , 1 7 6 1 . From Tiffington in Derbyfliire. 

FRIENDSHIP with raoft is dead and cool, 
A dull, inactive, Aagnant pool; 
Yours like the lively current flows. 
And fhares the pleafure it beftows. 
If there is ought, whofe lenient pow r 
Can footh afllidion's painful hour. 
Sweeten the bitter cup of care. 
And fnatch the wretched from defpair, 
Superior to the foife of woes. 
From friendfliip's fource the balfam flows. 
Rich then am I, poflefl: of thine, 
Who know that happy balfam mine. 

In youth, from nature's genuine hea^ 

The fouls congenial fpring to meet, 

And emulation's infant flrife, 

Elements the man in future life. 

Oft 
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Oft too the mind well-pleas'd furveys 
Its progreis from its childiih days ; 
Sees how the current upwards ran. 
And reads the child o'er in the man. 
For men, in reafbn's fober eyes. 
Are children, but of larger flze. 
Have ftill their idle hopes and fears. 
And Hobby-Horfe of riper years. 

Whether a blcfling, or a cur£e. 
My rattle is the love of vcrfe. 
Some fancied parts, and emulation, 
Which ftill aipires to reputation. 
Bad infant fancy plume her flight, 

« 

And held the laurel full to ftght. 
For vanity, the poet's fin, 
Had ta'en pof]&flion all within? 
And he whofe brain is verfe-po^ft. 
Is in himfelf as highly bleft, 
As he, whofe lines and drdes vie 
With heav ns diredion of the iky^ 

M Howe'er 
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However the river rolls its tides^ 
The cork upon the furface rides. 
And on Ink's Ocean, lightly buoy'd. 
That cork of vanity is Lloyd. 
Let me too ufe the common claim 
And foufe at once upon my name. 
Which fbme have done with greater (brefs, 
Who know me, and who love me lefs. 



Poets are very harmlefs things^ 
Unlefs you teaze one tiU he flii^s ; 
And when aflronts are plainly meant* 
We*re bound in honour to refent : 
And what tribunal will deny 
An injur'd perfon to reply ? 

In thefe familiar emanations. 
Which are but writing converfadom> 
Where thought appears in difhabille* 
And fancy does jufl what fhe will> 
The {bureft critic wou*d excufe 
The vagrant (allies of the Mufe : 



Which 
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Which lady, for Apollo's bldfllng 
Has ftill attended our carefHog, 
As many children round her fees 
As ma^ots in a Chelhire cheefe, 
Which I maintain at vaft expence, 
Of pen and paper, time and fenfe : 
And furely *twas no fmall mifearriage 
When firft I enter'd into marriage. 
The poet's title which I bear, 
With fbme flrange caftles in the air, 
Was all my portion with the fair. 



However narrowly I look. 
In Phcebus's vakrum book, 
I cannot from enquiry find 
Poets had much to leave behind. 
They had a copyhold eilate 
In lands, which they themfelves create, 
A foolifh tide to a fount cdn^ 
A right of common in a tnountain. 
And yet they liv'd amongft die great, 
Ma<e than their brethren do of late; 

M 2 Invited 
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Invited out at feafts to dine, 
Eat as they pleased, and drank their wine j 
Nor is it any where fet down 
They tipt the fervants half a crown,. 
But pafs'd amid the waiting throng 
And pay'd the porter with a long; 
As once, a wag in modem days. 
When all are in theiie bribing ways^ 
His fhillings to difpenfe unable, 
Scrap*d half the fruit from off the table. 
And walking gravely^ thro' the croud,. 
Which flood obfequioufly, and bow'd. 
To keep the fafhion up of tipping,. 
Dropt in each hand a golden pippin.. 

But there's a difference indeed 
'Twixt ancient bards and modern breed;. 
Tho* poet known, in Roman days,. 
Fearlefs he walk*d the puUic ways,. 
Nor ever knew that facred name 
Contemptuous iinile, or painful fhame r 

Whife 
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While with a foolifli face of praife^ 

The folks wou'd flop to gape and gaze^. 

And half untold the ftoiy leave, 

Pulling their neighbour by the fleeve^ 

While th* index of the finger fhews, 

— There — yonder*s Horace — there he goes* 

This finger, I allow it true. 
Points at us modern poets too ; 
But 'tis by way of wit and joke. 
To laugh, or as the phrafe is, fmohi. 



Yet, there are thofe, who*rc fond of wit> 
Altho' they never us*d it yet. 
Who wits and witlings entertain- 
Of Tafte, Virtu, and Judgment vain,. 
And dinner, grace, and grace-cup done^ 
£xpe<^ a wond rous deal of fun : 
" Yes — He at bottom— don't you know him ? 
<* That's He that, wrote the laft new poem. 
" His Humour's exquifitely high, 
" You'll hear him open by and by/' 

The 



s 
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The man in print and converfation 
Have often very (hiall relation ; 
And he, whofe humour hits the town, 
When copied fairly, and fet down, 
In public company may pafs. 
For little better than an afs. 
Perhaps the fault is on his fide. 
Springs it from modefty, or pride, 
Thole qualities afham*d to own. 
For which he's happy to be known ; 
Or that his nature's ftrangc and fhy. 
And diffident, he knows not why ; 
Or £t>m a prudent kind of fear. 
As, knowing that the world's fevere. 
He wou'd not fufFo- to efcape 
Familiar wit in eaiy fhape^ 
Left gaping fools, and vile repeaters. 
Should catch her up, and i|x)il her features. 
And, for the child's unlucky maim, 
The faultlfifs parent come to fhame. 



Well 
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Wdl, but methinks I hear you iay, 
Write then, my friend I •— . Write what ? — " a Play. 
" The theatres are open yet, 
'* The market for all fterling wit ; 
" Try the ftrong efforts of your pen, 
" And draw the characters of men ; 
" Or bid the burfling tear to flow, 
" Obedient to the fabled woe : 
" With Tragedy's fevereft art, 
" Anatomize the human heart, 
" And, that you may be imderftood, 
" Bid nature ipeak, as nature {houd** 

That talent, George, tho' yet untried. 
Perhaps my genius has denied ; 
While you, my friend, are fure to pleaie 
With all the pow'rs of comic eafe. 

Authors, like maids at fyfteen years, 

Are full of wifhes, full of fears. 

One might by pleaiant thoughts be led 

To lofe a trifling maiden-head ; 

But 
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But 'tis a terrible vexation 



give up with it reputation. 
And he, who has with Plays to do, 
Has got the devil to go through. 
Critics have reafon for their rules, 
I dread the cenliire of your fools. 
For tell me, and confiilt your pride, 
(Set Garrick for a while afide) 
How cou*d you, George, with patience bear, 
The critic profing in the play*r ? 

Some of that calling have I known. 
Who hold no judgment like their ownj 
And yet their reafbns fairly fcan. 
And ieparate the wheat and bran, 
You*d be amaz*d indeed to find, 
What little wheat is left behind. 
For, after all their mighty rout, 
Of chattering round and round about ; 
^Tis but a kind of clock-work talking, 
Hike crofling on the flage, and walking. 



The 
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The form of this tribunal paft. 
The play receiv'd, the parts all caft, 
Each ador has his own obje6tions. 
Each charaAer, new imperfections : 
The man's is drawn too courfe and rough, 
The lady's has not fmut enough. 
It want's a touch of Gibber's eafe, 
A higher kind of talk to pleafe ; 
Such as your tided folks would chufe, 
And Lords and Ladyfhip's m^ht ule. 
Which ftile, whoever would ilicceed in, 
Mufl have fmall wit, and much good breeding 
If this is dialogue ^—mafoi^ 
Sweet Sir, iay I, pardonnez am I 

As long as life and bufinefs lads. 
The aftors have their feveral cafts, 
A walk where each his talents fhew^ 
Queens, Nurfes, Tyrants, Lovers, Beaux | 
Suppofe you've found a girl of merit. 
Who'd fhew your part in all its fpirit, 

N Take 
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Take the whole meaning in the fcope> 
Some little lively thing, like Pope, 
You rob fome others of a feather. 
They've worn for thirty years together* 

it 

But grant the caft is as you like. 
To adors which you think will ftrike* 
To-morrow then — (but as you know 
I've ne'er a Comedy to fliew. 
Let me a while in converfation, 
Make free with yours for application) 
The arrow's flight can't be prevented— 
To-morrow then, will be prefented 

« 

The Jealous Wife I To-morrow ? Right. 
How do you fleep, my friend, to-night? 
Have you no pit-pat hopes and fears, 
Roaft-beef, and catcalls in your ears ? 
Mabb's wheels a-crofs your temples creep. 
You tofs and tumble in your fleep, 
And cry aloud, with rage and fpleen, 
" That fellow murders all my fcene." 

To-morrow 
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To-morrow comes. I know your merit, 
And fee the piece's fire and Ipirit j 
Yet friendfhip's zeal is ever hearty, 
And dreads the e^brts of a party. 

The coach below, the clock gone five, 
Now to the theatre we drive : 
Peeping the curtain's eyelet through, 
Behold the houfe in dreadful view I 
Obferve how clofe the critics fit. 
And not one bonnet in the pit. 
With horror hear the galleries ring, 
Nofy 1 Black Joke ! God fave the King I 
Sticks clatter, catcalls feream. Encore! 
Cocks crow, pit hifles, galleries roar: 
E'en cha Jhme oranges is found 
This night to have a dreadful found : 
'Till, decent fables on his back, 
(Your prologuizers all wear black) 
The prologue comes ; and, if its mine, 
its very good, and very fine. 

N 2 If 
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If not, I take a pinch of fnufF, 
And wonder where you got fuch fluff. 

That done, a-gape the critics fit, 
Expeftant of the comic wit. 
The fiddlers play again pell-mell, 
— But hift 1 — the prompter rings his bell. 

« 

— • Down there ! hats off I — r- the curtain draws ! 
What follows is — « the juft applaule. 



PRO- 
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PROLOGUE 

To the JEALOUS WIFE. 

Spoken by Mr. G AR RICK. 

THE Jealous Wife I a Comedy! poor man! 
A charming fubjedt I but a wretched plan. 
His fkittifh wit, o'erleaping the due bound, 
Commits flat trefpafs upon tragic ground. 

* 

Quarrels, upbraidings, jealoufies, and Ipleen, 
Grow too familiar in the comic fcene. 
Tinge but the language with heroic chime, 
'Tis Paflion, Pathos, Charader, Sublime ! 
What round big words had fwell'd the pompous fcene, 
A king the hufband, and the wife a queen ! 
Then might Diflradion rend her graceful hair, 
See fightlefs forms, and fcream, and gape, and ftare. 
Drawcanfir death had rag'd without cohtroul. 
Here the drawn dagger, there the poifbn'd bowl. 

What 
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What eyes had ftream'd at all the whining woe ! 
What hands had thunder'd at each Hah I and Ob / 



But peace I the gentle prologue cuftom fends. 
Like drum and ferjeant, to beat up for friends. 
At vice and folly, each a lawful game. 
Our author flies, but with no partial aim. 
He read the manners, open as they lie 

« 

In nature's volume to the general eye. 
Books too he read, nor bludi'd to ufe their dore. 
He does but what his betters did before. 
Shakefpeare has done it, and the Grecian ftage 
Caught truth of character from Homer's page. 

If in his feenes an honeft ikill is ihewn. 
And borrowing, little, much appears his own ; 
If what a matter's happy pencil drew 
He brings more forward, in dramatic view ; 
To your decifion he fubmits his caufe. 
Secure of candour, anxious for applaule. 



But 
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But if, all rude^ his artlefs fcenes deface 
The fimpk beauties Which he meant to grace ; 
If, an invader upon others land, 
He {poil and plunder with a robber's hand, 
Po juftice on him I •— As on fools before. 
And ^ve to Blockheads paft one Bhckhead more» 



The 
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The Nightingale, the Owl, and the Cuckow. 



A. FABLE. 



Addreffed to DAVID GARRICK, Efq. 
On the report of his retiring from theftage, Dec. 17601 



c 



{land 



Upon the poet's common land, 

And with feverity of fenfe. 

Drive all imagination thence, 

Say that in truth lies all fublime, 

Whether you write in profe or rhyme. 

And yet the truth may lofe its grace. 

If blurted to a perfbn's face ; 

Efpecially, if what you fpeak 

Shou'd crimfon o'er the glowing cheek : 

For when you throw that flaver o'er him, 

And tumble out your praife before him. 

However juft the application, 

It looks a-fquint at adulation. 

I would 
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I would be honefl and fincere, 
But not a flatterer, or fevere. 
Need I be furljr, rough, uncouth. 
That folks may think I love the Truth ? 
And She, good dame, with Beauty's Queen, 
Was not at all times naked feen : 
For every boy, with Prior, knows, 
By accident {he loft her cloaths. 
When Falfhood ftole them to diiguife 
Her miibegotten brood of lies. 
Why fliou'd the prudifh Goddefs dwell 
Down at the bottom of a well, 
But that flie is in piteous fright, 
Left, rifing up to mortal fight. 
The modeft world fhou'd fleer and flout her. 
With not a rag of cloaths about her ? 
Yet flie might wear a proper drefs 
And keep her eflence ne'ertheleis. 
So Delia's bofom ftill will rife. 
And fafcinate her lover's eyes, 
Tho' round her ivory neck flie draws. 
The decent fliade of foecious gauze. 

O I hear 
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I hear it buzz*d about the table, 
What can this lead to ? — Sirs, 



B L E. 



When Birds allow'd the Eagle's fway. 
E'er Eagles turn'd to fowls of prey. 
His Royal Majefty of Air 
Took Mufic underneath his care ; 
And, for his queen and court's delight, 
Commanded Concerts ev'ry night. 
Here every Bird of Parts might enter. 
The Nightingale was made Praecentor ; 
Under whofe care and juft diredion, 
Merit was fure to meet protedion. 
The Lark, the Blackbird, and the Robin 
This concert always bore a bob in : 
The beft performers all were in it. 
The Thrufh, Canary-bird, and Linnet. 

But Birds, alas ! are apt to aim 
At things, to which they've fmalleft claim. 



The 



► 
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The ftaring Owl, with hideous hoot, 
OfFer'd his fervice for a flute. 
The Cuckow needs would join the band ; 
" The Thrufh is but a paultty hand : 
" And I can belt lupply that place, 
" For I've a (hake, a fwell, a grace." 



The Manager their fuit preferr*d : 
Both tun*d their pipes, and both were heard ; 
Yet each their feveral prailes miTs'd, 
For both were heard, and both were hifs'd. 



The Cuckow hence, with rancour ftirr'd, 
(A kind of periodic bird. 
Of nafty hue, and body fcabby,. 
No would-be play-wright half (o fliabby) 
Reviles, abufes, and defames, 
Screams from a branch, and calls hard names. 
And ftrikes at Nightingale or Lark, 
Like Liibon ruffians, in the dark. 

O 2 The 



[ lOO ] 

The Owl harangues the gaping throng 
On Powrsy and excellence of fong. 
" The Blackbird's note has loft its force; 
" The Nightingale is downright hoarfe ; 
" The Linnet's harfh ; the Robin ihrill ; 
** — The Sparrow has prodigious ikill I 

At length they had what they dejdr'd : 
The fldlfuU Nightingale retir'd. 
When Folly came, with wild Uproar, 
And Harmony was heard no more. 



Two 
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TWO ODES* 



«nNANTA XTNETOISIN' ES 
AE TO nAN, EPMHNEXIN 

XATIZEI. Pindar, Olymp. II. 



ODE I. 



I. I. 



DAUGHTER of Chaos and old Night, 
Cimmerian Mufe, all hail I 
That wrapt in never-twinkling gloom canft write. 

And fhadoweft meaning with thy dufky veil I 

What 

* I take the liberty of infertirtg the two following Odes, though I can- 
not, with ftrift propriety, print them as my own compoTition. The 
truth is, they were written in concert with a friend, to whofe labours I amf 
always happy to add my own : I mean the Author of the Jealous Wife; 
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What Poet fings, and ftrikes the firings ? 
It was the mighty Theban {poke. 
He from the ever-living Lyre 
With magic hand eHcits fire. 
Heard ye the din of Modern Rhimers bray ? 

it was cool M n : or warm G — ^y, 

Involv'd in tenfold fmoke. 



I. 2. 



The fhallow Fop in antic veft, 

Tir'd of the beaten road, 
Proud to be fingularly dreft, 
Changes, with every changing moon, the mode. 
Say, fliall not then the heav'n-bom Mufes too 

Variety purfue ? 
Shall hot applauding critics hail the vogue ? 
Whether the Mufe the ftile of Cambria's fons. 
Or the rude gabble of the Huns, 
Or the broader dialed 
Of Caledonia flie affed, 
Or take, Hibernia, thy ftill ranker brogue ? 

1-3 
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I. 



On this terreftial ball 

The tyrant, FajQiion, governs all. 
She, fickle Goddefs, whom, in days of yore, 
The Ideot Moria, on the banks of Seine, 
Unto an antic fool, hight Andrew, bore. 

Long fhe paid him with difdain, 
And long his pangs in filence he conceal'd : 
At length, in happy hour, his love-fick pain 
On thy bleft Calends, April, he reveal'd. 

From their embraces fprung. 
Ever changing, ever ranging, 

Fafhion, Goddefs ever young. 



II. I. 



Perch'd on the dubious height. She loves to ride, 
Upon a weather-cock, aftride. 
Each blaft that blows, around fhe goes, 
While nodding o'er her crefl. 

Emblem 



Emblem of her magic powV, 
The light Cameleon ftands confeft, 
Changing it's hues a thoufand times an hour. 
And in a veft is fhe array'd, 
Of many a dancing moon-beam made, 

Nor zonelefs is her waift : 
But fair and beautiful, I ween. 
As the ceftos-cin«^r*d Queen, 
Is with the Rainbow's fhadowy girdle brac'd. 



II. 2. 



She bids purfue the fav'rite road 

Of lofty cloud-capt Ode. 
Meantime each Bard, with eager fpeed. 
Vaults on the Pegafean Steed : 
Yet not that Pegafus, of yore 
Which th' illuflrious Pindar bore, 
But one of nobler breed. 
High blood and youth his lufty veins infpire. 

From Tottipontimoy He came. 
Who knows not, Tottipontimoy, thy name ? 
The bloody-fhoulder'd Arab was his Sire. * His 
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* His White-nofe. He on fam'd Dohcaftria's plains 

Refign'd his fated breath : 
In vain for life the ftruggling courier ftrains. 
Ah I who can run the race with death ? 
The tyrant's fpeed, or man or fleed, 

Strives aU in vain to fly. 
He leads the chace, he wins the race, 
We fhimble, fall, and die. 



II. 



Third horn Whitenofe fprings 
Fegafus with eagle wings : 
Light o*er the plain, as dancing cork. 
With many a bound he beats the ground. 
While all the Turf with acclamation rings. 
He won Northampton, Lincoln, Oxford, York : 
He too Newmarket won. 
There Granta's Son 

P Seiz'd 

* The Author is either miftaken in this place, or has elfe indulged 

liimfelf ' in a very unwarrantable poetical licence. Whitenofe was not 

the Sire, but a Son of the Godolphin Arabian. See my Calendar. 

Heber. 
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Seiz*d on the Steed j 
And thence him led, (fb fate decreed) 
To where old Cam, renown'd in poet's fong,. 
With his dark and inky waves, 
£ither bank in filence laves. 
Winding flow his fluggifh iibeams along> 



III. I.. 



What ftripling neat, of vifage (weet, 

In trimmeft guife arra/d, 
Firft the neighing Steed aflay'd ? 
His hand a taper fwitch adorns, his heel 
Sparkles refulgent with elaftick ileel r 
The whiles he wins his whiffling way. 
Prancing, amUing, round and round. 
By hill, and dale, and mead, and greenfwerd gay : 

Till fated with the pleaflng ride. 
From the lofty Steed difinounting. 
He lies along, enwrapt in con/cious pride, 
By gurgling riU or cryftal fountain. 

IIL 2. 
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IIL 2, 



Lo I next, a Bard, fecure of praife, 
His fdf-complacent countenance difplays. 
His broad Muflachios, ting*d with golden die, 
Flame, like a meteor, to the troubled air : 
Proud his demeanor, and his. eagle eye, 
0*er-hung with lavifli lid, yet fhone with glorious glare. 

The grizzle grace 
Of bufhy peruke fhadow*d o*er his face. 
In large wide boots, whofe ponderous weight 
Would fink each wight of modem date. 
He rides, well pleased. So large a pair 
Not Gara^ntua's felf might wear : 
Not He, of nature fierce and cruel. 
Who, if we truft to antient Ballad, 
Devoured Three Pilgrims in a Sallad ; 
Nor He of fame germane, hight Pantagruel. 



P 2 III. 3 
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III. Z' 



Accoutred thus,^ th* adventrous Youth 
Seeks not the level lawn, or velvet mead,. 

Faft by whcfe fide dear feeam, meaadring c«ep ; 
But urges on amain the fiery Steed 

■ • 

Up Snowdon's iha^y fide, or Cambrian rock uncouth r 
Where the venerable herd 
Of Goats, with long and fapient beard^ 
And wanton Kidlings their blithe revels keep. 
Now up the mountain fee him ftrain ! 

Now down the vale he*s toft. 
Now flafhes on the fight again, 
Now in the Palpable Obfcure quite lofL 



IV. X. 



Man*s feeble race eternal dangers wait, 

With high or low, all, all, is woe, 

Difeafe, mifchance, pale fear, and dubious fate* 

But, 
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But, o'ier every peril bounding^ 
Ambition views not all the ills furrounding, 
And,, tiptoe on the mountain's fteep^ 
Refleds not on the yawning deep. 



IV. 2. 



See, iee^ he {bars I With mighty wings outfpread^. 
And long refbundii^ mane, 
The Courier quits the plain. 
Aloft in air^ fee, fee him bear 

The Bard, who fhrouds 
His Lyrick Glory in the. clouds,. 
Too fond to ftrike the ftars with lofty head ! 
He topples headlong from the giddy height. 
Deep in the Cambrian Gulph immerg'd in endlefs night* 



O Steed Divine ! what daring fjpirit 
Rides thee now ? tho* he inherit 

Nor 
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Nor the pride, nor felf-opinion, 

Which elate the mighty Pair, 

Eadi of Tafte the fav'rite minion. 

Prancing thro' the defert air ; 
By help mechanick of Equeftrian Block, 
Yet fliall he mount, with claflick houlings grac'd. 
And, all unheedful of the Critick Mock, 
Drive his light Courfer o'er the bounds of Tafte. 



ODE 
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O D E to O B L I V I O N. 



*T)Arent of Ease! Oblivion old, 

A Who lov'ft thy dwelling-place to hold, 
Where fcepter'd Pluto keeps his dreary fway, 
Whole fuUen pride the fluv'ring ghofts obey ! 

Thou 



* According to I.illxus, who bellows the Parental Function on 
Oblivion. 

Verba Obliviscendi regunt GlNlTivuM. 

Lib. liii. Cap. 8. 
There is a fimilar paflage in Bulbseus, 
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Thou, who delighteft ftill to dwell 

By fome hoar and mofs-grown cell. 
At whofe daqk foot Cocytus joys to roll. 
Or Styx' black ftreams, which even Jove controul I 

Or if it fuit thy better will 

To chule the tinkling weeping rili. 
Hard by whofe fide the feeded poppy red 
Heaves high in air his fweetly curling head. 

While, creeping in meanders flow, 

Lethe's drowzy waters flow. 
And hollow blafts, which neva: ceafe to figh. 
Hum to each care-ftruck mind their luUa-luUa-by 1 
A prey no longer let me be 
To that goffip, Memory, 
Who waves her banners trini, and proudly flies 
To fpread abroad her bribble-brabble lies. 

With Thee, Oblivion, let me go, 

For Memory's a iiiend to woe; 
With thee, Forgetfulness, fair filent Queen, 
The folenm Hole of grief is never feen. 



II. 
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IL 



• Ji *^. 



ir 



Ally all is thine. Thy pow*rftil fWajr 

The throng'd poetic hoik qbey. . 
Tho' in the vaa o£ Mem^ky proud t* 
At thy command. dliey dacken hi the reac 

What thb' the modern Tiagic ftrain 

For. nine whole daySi pri^iad.thy reign^ 
Yet thro' the N^, like whelips of currifh kind> 
Scarcely it lives, weak, impotent, and blind. 

Sacred to Thee the Crambo Rhime, 

The motley forms of Pantomime : 
For Thee &om Eunuch's throat flill loves to flow 
The fbothing fadheis of his warbled woe : 
. . BsLth. day to Theefalls' Pamphlet dean : 

Each month a new-bom Magazine : 
Hearthein, O Goddess^ hear thy votary's pray*r 1 
And, if Thou deign'ft to take one moment's care, 

Attend Thy Bard! who duly pays. 

The tribute of his votive lays ; . 

Q^ Whofe 
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"Whofe Mufe ftill offers at thy &cred (hrtne ; — 
Thy Bard, who calls Thee Hisy and makes Him Thine. 

O, fweet FoRGETFULNESs, fupreme 

Rule fiipine o'er ev*ry theme, . . ; . 
0*er each (ad fubjed^ o'er bach Toothing ilfain, 
Of mine, O Goddess, flretch thine awful ireign • ■ 

Nor let Mem'ry ileal onie note,. .. 

Which this rude hand to Thee^ hath- wrote-' 
So fhalt thou .feve mc firom Ae Pok's fhanbe, ' '■ 

' • • • - 

Tho' on the lettered Rulinic DonsLjtY poflmy 'Name. . 



' ji> 






•O come \ with opiate poppies crown'd,- - 

Shedding flumbers foft around I 

O come ! li^AT Goddess, drunk with Laureates 

Sack- — " " . - r ' 

See, where fhe fitson the bcniimbM . Torpedo's 

back! 
Me, in thy dull Elyfium lapt, O blefe 
With thy «dm Forgetfulnefs ! 

And 



And gently hill my fenfes all the while 
With placid poems in the £nking ftile I 
Whether the Herring-Poet fing, 
Great Laureat of the Fifhes* King,, 
Or Lycophron prophetic rave his fill, 
Wrapt in the darker (bains of Johnny — p 

Or, if He fing,^ whole vcrfe affords. 

A beoy of the chokefl words. 
Who meets his Lady Mufe by mofs-grown celly 
Adorn'd witk epithet and. tinkling bell : 

Thefe, Goddess, let me ftill forget, 

With all the dearth of Modem Wit ! 
So may'ft Thou gently o'er my youthful breafl 
Spread, with thy welcome hand„ Oallvion's. friendly 
veft^ 



<I 2 THE 
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LAW-STUDENT. 



An EPISTLE, 



AddrcBisd to the Author of 



The JEALOUS WIFE; 



With a Preface by 



BEN JONS ON 
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POETASTER 



ACT I. SCENE L 



Ovid, Luscus. 

Ovid. " cy^HENy when this hody falls in funeral fire^ 
* * My namejhalllivey andn^ befipart afpirtC * 
Itfliallgofo. 

Lu/c. Young mafier, mafter Ovid, do you hear ? 
Cods a^ine ! away with your Tongs, and fbnnets ; and 
=011 with your gown and cap quickly : here, here, your 
father will be a man of this rootn prefendy. Come, 
nay, nay, nay, nay, be brief. Theie verfes too, a 
poyfon on 'em, I cannot abide 'em, they make me 
ready to caft, by the banks of Hdicon. Nay, look, 
what a tafcaily untoward thing this poetry is ; I could 
tear 'em now. 

Ovid, Give me, how near's my father ? 
• JLuJc, Heart a' man : get a law-book in your hand, 
I will not anfwcr you elfe. Why fo, now there's 

fome 



fome formaKty in you. By Jove^ and three or four 
<^ the gods more, I am right of mme old mailer's 
humour for that ; this villainous poetry will undo you 
by the welkin. 

* 

Ovid. What haft thou bufkins on, Lufcus, that 
thou fwear'ft fb tragically and high ? 

Lufc, No, but I have boots on,, fir, and fb has your 
father too by this time ; fctf he call'd £br \m^ e*re I 
came fix>m the lodging.. 

Ovid, Why ? was he no readier ? 

Liifc, O no ; and there was the mad fkcldnng cap- 
tain, with the velvet arms, ready to lay l^iqld on hiiU 
^ he comes down : he that preiles evei^y 01^ h^ 
meetl, with an. oath to lend Iiim money>' and cries> 
(Thou muft do*t old boy> as thou art a man, a ma^ 
of worfhip.) 

Ovid» Who ? Pantilius Tucca ? 

Latfc, I, he ; and I met little mailer Lup^s, the 
tribune, going thither too. 

Ovid. Nay, an' he be under their arreil, I may 
(with ^ety enough) read over my cl^r before he 
come. 

Lufc. 
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Liufc, Gods a* me ? what*ll you do ? Why young 
mailer, you are not Caftalian mad, lunatick, frantick, 
defperate ? ha I 

Ovid. What ail*ft thou, Lulcus? . 

hufc, God be with you, fir, I'll leave you to youf 
poetical fancies, and furies. I'll not be guilty, I. 

Ovid. Be' not, good ignorance r Vm glad th'art gone : 
For thus alone, our ear fhall better judge 
The hafty errors of our morning mufe. 

[Reads ah elegy ending with 
My nameJbdU UvCy and my hefi part afpire. 

SCENE 11. 



Ovidfermry Ovidjumor^ Laifcm^ Tuccay Lupus^ Pyrgm, 

Ovidfe. Your name Jball Ihe indeed, fir 5 you fay 
true : but how infamoufly, how {corn d and conr 
temn'd in the eyes and ears of the bei^ and graved 
,Romansj that you think not on : you never fo much 
^ dream of that. Are thefe the fruits of all my tra- 

R. , vail 
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vail and expences ? Is this the fcope and aim of thy 
Audies ? Are thcfe the hopeful courfes, wherewith I 
have fo long flattered my expedation from thee ? 
Verfes ? Poetry ? Ovid, whom I thought to. fee the 
pleader, become Ovid the play-maker ? 

Ovidju, No, -fir. ! 

Ovid fe, Yesj fir> I hear of a tc^etfy of yours 
coming forth for the dimimoa players there, caird 
Medea. By my houfliold-rgods, . if I come tb. the 
ading of it, J'H <idd oneiragic part more than is yet 
expeded to it ; believ^ me when 1 prom^itf What? 
ihall I have my fon a ftager now ? an enghle for play- 
ers ? a gull ? a rook? a ihot-^log ? to make fuppers^ 
and be laugh'd at ? Publius, I will fet thee on the fu- 
•neral pile foii* • •> ^ ..•.'/ • 

Ovidju, Sir, I befeech you to have patience. 

Lup: Indeed, Marcus Ovid, dbefe > players are an 
idle generation, and <do much harni in <a (laite, corrupt 
young gentry very much, I kiiow it ;^ I have not i)een 
ia tiibune thus long and obterv^d'Hpdiing j befides, 
they will rob us, -us, that-^cjtiagifira/Cesy of our 
•iped, bring us upon theip Aages, and make us ridi- 
culous 




v /" 
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culous to the plebeians ; they will play you or me, 
the wifeft men they can come by ftill, only to bring 
lis in contempt with the vulgar, and mike us 
cheap. 

Tuc- TW&rt in the right, my venerable cropfliin', 
they will indeed, the tongue of the oracle never 
twang*d truer. Your courtier . cahriot kifs his mir 
ftrefs*s flippers in quiet for 'em ; nor yoiir white in- 
nocent gallant pawn his revelling iuit to make his 
punk a fupper. An honeft decayed commander can- 
not fkelder, cheat, nor be feen in a bawdy-houfe, but 
he fhall be flrait in one of their wormwood comedies. 
They are grown licentious, the rogues; libertines, 
^at libertines. They icx^t they are i' the flatute, 
the rafcals j t^y otQ blazonM there >' there they are 
trick'd, they and thdr pedigrees ; they need no other 
heralds, I wifs. 

Ovidje. Methinksy if nothing elfe, yet this alone, 
the very reading of the public edids, fhould fright 
thee from commerce with them, and give thee diftafte 
enough of (heir a€Hk«i'Sy Itxii thtis betrays what a 

R 3 * ftudcnt 
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ftudent you are, this argues your proficiency in fhc 
Law. 

OM ju. They wrong me, fir, and do abufe you 
more, 
That blow your ears with thcfe untrue reports. 
I am not known unto the open flage, 

.3 

Nor do I trafHck in. their theatres. 
Indeed, I do acknowledge, at requeft 
Of fome meer friends, and honourable Romansj 
I have begun a poem of that nature. . - 

Ovid fe* You have, fir, a poem ? aiid whfere is*t ? 
That's the Law you ftudy. r 

Ovid ju, Cornelius Gallus borrowed it to read. 
Ovid.fe. Cornelius Gallus ; There's another gallant 
too hath drunk of the fame poifbn, and Tibullus and 
Propertius. But thefe are gentlemen of means and 
revenues now. Thou art a younger brother, and haft 
nothing but thy bare exhibition ; which I proteft fhall 
be bare indeed, if thou forfake not thefe unprofitable 
hy-courfes, and that timely too. Name me a profeft 
f)oet, that his poetry did ever afifbrd hiu^ fo much as a 
jcompetency . I, your god; of poets there (whom all of 

you 
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you admire and reverence (b much) Homer, he whole 
worm-eaten ilatue muft not be ipewed againil, but 
with hallow'd lips and groveling adoration, what was 
he ? what was he ? 

Tuc, Marry, Til tell thee, old fwaggerer ; he was a 
poor, blind, rhyming rafcal, that liv'd obfcurely up 
and down -in booths and tap-houfes, and fcarce ever 
made a good meal in his fleep, the whorefon hungry 
beggar. 

Ovid fe. He fays well: Nay, I know this nettles 
you now ; but anfwer me, is't not true ? You'll tell 
me his name fhall live ; and that (now being dead) his 
works have eternis*d him, and made him divine ; but 
could this divinity feed jiim while he liv'd ? could 
ills name fcaft him? 

ImcQx purchafe him a fenatof 's revenue ? could it? 

Oi)id fe. I, or give him place in the common- 
wealth ? worfhip, or attendants ? make him be carried 
in his litter ? 

Tuc, Thou ipeakeft fentences, old Bias. 

LMp. All this the Law will do, youiig fir, if you'll 
folbw it. : : 
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bvidfe. If he be mine, he fliall follow and obferve 
what I will apt him to, or I profefs here openly and 
utterly to difclaim him. 

Ovid ju. Sir, let me crave you will forego thelc 
moods : 
I will be any thing, or ftudy any thing ; 
I'll prove the unfafluon'd body of the Law 
Pure elegance, and make her rugged'ft ilrains 
Run imoothly as Propertius' elegies. 

Ovidfe. Propertius' elegies? goodl 

Lup. Nay, you take him too quickly, Marcus. 

Ovid fe. Why, he cannot ipeak, he cannot think 
out of poetry ; he is bewitch'd with it, 

Lup. Come, do not mil^prife him. 

Ovidfe. Mif-prize ? I marry, I would liave him ufc 
fome foch words now ; they have ibme touch, fbme 
tafte of the Law. He fhould make himfelf a ftile out 
of thefe, and let his Propertius* elegies go by, 

Lup. Indeed, young Publius, he that -will now hit 

the mark, muft /hoot through the Law ; we have no 

other planet reigns, and in that fphere you may fit and 

fing with angels. Why, the Law makes a man i»ppy, 

' without 
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without relpeding any other merit ; a fimple fcholar, 
or none at all, may be a lawyer. 

7u£^ He tells tliee true, my noble Neophyte ; my 
little grammaticailer, he does: it ihall never put 
thee to thy mathematicks, metaphy^ks, philofophy, 
and I know not what fuppos'd fufHciencies ; if tliou 
•canft but have the patience to plod enough, talk, and 
make a noife enough, be impudent enough, and 'tis, 
enough. 

Lup, Three books will furnifh you. 

Tuc. And the lefs art the better : befides, when 
it fhall be in the power of thy chevril conicience to 
do right or wrong at thy pleafure, my pretty Alci- 
biades. 

Lup, I, and to have better men than himfelf, by 
many thoufand degrees, to obferve him, and fland 
bare. 

Tuc. True, and he to carry himfelf proud and 
ftately, and have the law on his fide for't, old boy. 

Chid. Je. Well, the day grows old, gentlemen, and 
-i muft leave you. Publius, if thou wilt have my fa- 
vour, abandon thefe idle fruidefs ftudies that fo be- 

witcii 
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witch thee. Send Janus home his back-face g-gajn, 
and look only forward to the law : intend that. I 
will allow thee what fhall fute thee in the rank of 
gentlemen, and maintain thy fociety with the beft ; 
and under thefe conditions I leave thee. My blef- 
iings light upon thee, if thou refpedt theni ; if not, 
mine eyes may drop for thee, but thine own heart 
will ake for itfelf ; and fo farewel. 



r 



The 
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The LA W - S T U P E N T. 
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To G E O R G E C O L M; A N, Efq. 



r ♦ . . I, . 



^^ //^' cum Cirrb4. ^ quid eum "^ei^fneJMfs ttnddf . o 
Romarmm profius divttiufque , Fof^upt- 'efi» , , f o i 

Mart. 



' , I - I 



NOW Chrift-Church left,aQd fixtat Lincplnsliin 
Th* important ftodies of the Law begin/ 
Now groan the fhelves beneath th* iinujdial charge , 
Of Records^ . Statutes,, an4 Rcpoirts at, ^ge, ; .' 
Each Ciailic Author, ^ks hi$ peaceful npoJ^; 



• • « ^ 



And modeft. Virgil yields his place to Coke. 

No more, ye B;u'ds,, iet^ vain precedence hop^ ^ ; 

But even JacJob. tajce 'thf^ lpad> of Pope t • . ; . 



1 

t ? • - - r . ,, , . 



While the pil'd fhelvies fink down on one another. 
And each hi^ folio b^ its )ciimb'rous brother, 

S While 



While, arm'd with thefe, the Student views with awe 

His rooms become the maga^ne of Law, 

3ay whence To few fucceed ? where thou^mds aim. 

So few e*er reach the promised goal of fame ? 

Say, why Cscilius qints the gainful trade 

For regimentals, fword, and fmart cockade ? 

Or Sextus why his firft profefHon leaves 

For narrower band, plain fhirt, and pudding fleeves ? 



• . « 



The depth of Law afes ftudy. thought, and ca« ; 
SkiA ' w^^k ' Aefe itt' rich lAksficto^ kiar B 
Such dfligence,^ alas ! is^^ itldetti foim4 ■ '^' ' 
In thfe fe^iflc iifeir \o forty thoufend pound* 
Wealth, Hha# exciifes.felfly, floth creates^ ? " 
Few, who can'fpetidi^ e*<*r- leaaii"t<)' get eftates. 
What is to hiii dry cafe, or dull r^)ort. 
Who ftudie* faffMons at the Inns of Court j 
And proves tliat thing of empfifiefc and>ihaw; 
That mungrel, half-form'd thing, a Temple-Beau ? 
Obfervc hirti ddify fauntring wp and down. 
In purple ffippers, and in filkdn gown i 

' - Laft 



Lafl night*s debauch, his morning converfation ; 
The coming, all his evening preparation. 



By Law let others toil to gain renown ! 
Florio's a gentleman, a man o*th* town* 
He nor courts, clients, or the law regarding, 
Hurries from Nando's down to Covent-Garden. 
Yet he's a Scholar ; — mark him in the Pit 
With critic catcall found the flops of wit I 
Supreme at George's he harangues the throng, 
Cenfor of ftile from tragedy to long : 
Him ev'ry y/itling views with iecret awe, 
Deep in the Drama, fhallow in the Law. 

Others there are, who, indolent and vain, 
Contemn the fcience, they can ne'er attain : 
Who write, and read, but all by £ts and ftarts, 
And vamifh folly with the name of Parts ; 
Trufl on to Genius, for they fcdrn to pore, 
Till e'en that little Genius is no mote. 



S 2 Know- 
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Knowlege in Law care only can attain, 
Where honour's purchasM at the price of pain. 
If, loit'rihg, up th' afcent you ceafe to climb^ 
No ftarts of labour can redeem the time. 
Induflxious ftudy wins by flow degrees. 
True fons of Coke can ne'er be fons of eafe. 



There are, whom Love of Poetry has finit. 
Who, blind to intereft, arrant dupes to wit, 
Have wander'd devious in the pleafing road, 
With Attic flowers and Clafllc wreaths bcftrew'd : 
Wedded to verfe, embraced the Mufe for life, 
And ta'en, like modern bucks, their whores to wife. 
Where'er the Mufe ufurps defpotic fway, 

■ 

All oth^r. fludies muft of force givfe way. 

Int'reft in vain puts in her prudent claim, 

Nonfuited by the pow'rful plea. of fame. 

As well you might weigh lead againft a feather. 

As ever jumble wit and law^ together. 

On Littleton Coke gravely thus remarks, 

(Remember this, ye rhyming Temple Sparks ! ) 

"In 
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*' In alt our author's tenures, \^ it tidttt^ 

" This is the fourth time any verfe is quoted." 
Which, 'gainft the Mule and verfe, may wcll»impty 
What lawyers call a no/i pro/eguL 

Quit then, dear George, O quit the barren iTeFd, 
Which neither profit nor reward can yield I 
What tho* the Iprightly feene, well-aded, draws 
From unpacked Englifhmen unbrib*d applaufe. 
Some Monthly Grub, fome Dennis of the age. 
In print cries fhame on the degen'rate ftage *. 
If haply Churchill drive,, with generous aim. 
To fan the fparks of genius to a flame ; 
If all unask'd, unknowing,, and unknown, 
By noting thy defert, he prove his own ; 
Envy fhall ftrait to Hamilton's repair, 
And vent her fpleen, and gall, and venom there. 

Thee, 

• See the very curious and veryjimilar criticifms on the comedy of 
the Jealous Wife, in the two Reviews, together with the moft malici- 
ous and infolent attack on that writer, and the author of this Colle^ion 
in the Critical Review for March ; an injury poorly repaired by a 
lame apology in the Review for the fucceeding Month, containing 
frefh infults on one of the injured parties. 
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Thee, and thy works, and all thy friends dcoy. 
And boldly print and publifh a rank lie, 
Swear your own hand the ilattVing likened drew, 
Swear your own breath fame's partial trumpet blew. 

Well I remember oft your iBiends have &id, 
(Friends, whom the fureft maxims ever led) 
Turn paribn, Colman, that*s the way to thrive ; 
Your parfons are the happieft men alive. 
Judges, there are but twelve, and nevo: more. 
But Stalls untold, and Bifhops, twenty-four. 
Of pride and claret, floth and venTon full. 
Yon prelate maik, right reverend and dull I 
He ne'er, good man, need penfive vigils keep 
To preach his audience once a week to ileep ; 
On rich preferments battens at his eafe, 
Nor iweats for tithes, as lawyers toil for fees. 

4. 

Thus they advis'd. I know thee better far ; 

And cry, ftick clofe, dear Colman, to the Bar I 

If genius warm thee, where can genius call 

For nobler a&ion than in yonder hall ? 

•Tis 



\ 
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'Tis not enongh each mam, on Term's approachy 
To club your legal threepence for a coach > 
Then at the Hall to take your £lent ftand> 
With ink-horn and long note-Jbook in your handy 
Marking grave ferjeants cite eack wile report. 
And noting down ^e di^huns from the court. 
With overwhelming brow, and law-learn'd face. 
The index of your book of common-place« 

Thefe are mere drudges, that can only plod, 
And tread the path their dull forefathers trod, 
Doom*d thro* law*s maze, without a clue, to> range, 
Vtoth Jecond Vernon down tofecond Strange* 
Do Thou uplift thine eyes to happier wits ! 
Dulnefs no longer on the woolpack iits ; 
No longer on the drawling dconiOi herd 
Are the firft honours of the law confer'd ; 
But they, whde fame reward's due tribute draws^ 
Whofe active merit challenges applaufe. 
Like glorious beacons, are fet high to view, 
To mark the paths which genius fhou'd perfue# 

O for 
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O for thy Ipirit, Mansfield ! at tliy name 
What bofbm glows not with an adire flame ? 
Alone from Jargon bom to reicue Law, 
From precedent, grave hum, and formal law I 
To ftrip chicanery of its vain pretence, 
And marry Common Law to Common Senfe 1 

Prat I on thy lips perfuafion ever hung 1 
Englifh falls, pure as Manna, from thy tongue 
On thy voice trudi may reft, and on thy plea 
Unerring Henley found the juft decree. 



Henlev ! than whom, to Hardwick*s welln-ais'tl 
fame. 
No worthier fecond Royal George cou'd name : 
No lawyer of prerogative ; no tool 
Fafhion*d in black corruption'^ pliant fchool ; 
F<Min'<l *twixt the People and the Crown to ftand, , 
And l^old the fcales of jight with even hand I 



True to our hopes, and equal to his birth, 

See, fee in Yorke the force of lineal worth i 

But 
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But why their fev'ral merits need I tell ? 
Why on each honoured fage*s praifes dwell ? 
WiLMOT how well his place, or Foster fills? 
Or flirew'd fenfe beaming from the eye of Wills ? 

Such, while thou fee'ft the public care engage, 
Their fame increafing with increafing age, 
Rais'd by true genius, bred in Phoebus' fchool. 
Whole warmth of foul found judgment knew to cool ; 
— With fuch illuflrious proofs before your eyes. 
Think not, my friend, youv'e too much wit to rile : 
Think of the bench, the coif, long robe, and fee. 
And leave the Prels to ********* *** ♦* **, 



The 
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The Firft Book of the H E N R I A D E. 



Tranflated from the French of M. De Voltaire. 



THY chieftaiit,^ France, of try'd illuftrious worth, 
By right of conqueft king, by right of birth, 
I fing. Who, tutor'd in misfortune's fchool. 
There learnt the nobleft fcience, how to Rule ; 
Bad Faction's furious difcord ceaie to rave. 
Valiant to conquer, merciful to fave j 
BafHed the daring League's rebellious fchemes, 
Mayenne's proud hopes, and Spain's ambitious dreams: 
With civil prudence blefl, with martial fire, 
A nation's conqueror, and a nation's fire. 



Truth, heavenly maid, from th' Empyraean height 

Defcend, and with thy flrong and purefl light 

My verfe illume I and O, let mortals hear 

Thy facred word, and awfully revere I 

Be 



/ 
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Be thou my guide ! thy fage experience brings 
Unerring maxims to the car of kings. 
'Tis thine, blefl maid, and only thine, to (how 
What moil befits the regal powV to know. 
Purge thou the film from off a nation s eyes, 
And fhew what ills from civil difcord rife I 
Nor Ipare with decent boldnefs to difclofe 
The prince's errors, and the people's woes : 
And O I if fable e'er, in times of yore, 
Mix'd her fbft accents with thy fterner lore, 
If e'er her hand adom'd thy tow'ring head, 
And o'er thy fi-ont her milder graces Ipread ; 
If e'er her fhades, which lovingly unite. 
Bad thy fair form fpring ftronger into light. 
With me, permit her all thy fteps to trace, 
Not to conceal thy beauties, but to grace I 



Still Valois reign'd, and funk in pleafure's bow'r. 
O'er a mad ftate held loofe the reigns of pow'r : 
The trampled Law had loft its ancient force. 
And Right confounded, mifs'd her even courfe. 

T 2 ;Twas 
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'Twas thus when Valois France's fceptre bore, 

Scepter'd indeed, but now a king no more ; 

Not glory's minion now, the voice of fame 

Swell'd the loud trumpet to the hero's name ; 

His laurels wither'd, and all blafted now. 

Which conqueft hung upon his infant brow ; 

Whofe progrefs Europe mark'd with confcious fear, 

Whofe lofs provok'd his country's common tear,. 

When, the long train of all his virtues known, 

The North admiring call'd him to the throne. 

In fecond rank, the light which ftrikes the eyes, 

Rais'd to the firft, grows dim, and feebly dies. 

From war's ftern foldier, adive, firm, and brave^ 

He funk a monarch, pleafure's abjed flave. 

LuU'd with foft eafe, forgetful all of flate. 

His weaknefs totter'd with a kingdom's weight ; 

While lofl in floth, and dead to glorious fame, 

The fons of riot govem'd in his name. . 

QuELus, St. Maigrin, death-cemented pair, 

JovEusE the gay, and D' Espernon the fair. 

The carelefs king in pleafure plung'd with thefe, 

In luft intemperate, and lethargic eafe. 

Mean 
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Mean time, the Guises, fortunate and brave, 
Catch'd the fair moment which his weaknefs gave.. 
Then rofe the fatal League in evil hour, 
That dreadful rival of his waning powV. 
The people blind, their facred Monarch brav'd. 
Led by thofe Tyrants, who their rights enilav'd. 
His friends forfook him, helplels and alone,' 
His fervants chas'd him from his royal throne ; 
Revolted Paris, deaf to kingly awe, 
Within her gates the crouding ftranger faw. 
Thror^h all the city burft rebellion*s flame ; 
And all was loft, when virtuous Bourbon came ; 
Came, full of warlike ardour, to reftore 
That light his prince, deluded, had no more. 
His adive prefence breath'd an inftant flame • 
No longer now the fluggiih ions of fhame. 
Onward they prefs, where glory calls, to arms. 
And fpring to War from Plcafure's fllken charms : 
To Paris gates both kings advance amain, 
Rome felt th' alarm, and trembled haughty Spain : 
While Europe, watching where the tempeft falls, 
With anxious eyes beheld th* unhappy walls. 

Within 
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Within was Discord, with her hdl-bom train, 
Stirring to war the League, and haughty Mayne, 
The people, and the church ^ and from on high 
Call'd out to Spain, rebellion's prompt ally. 
Discord, dread monfter, deaf to human woe. 
To her own fubje£ls an avengeful foe, 
Bloody, impetuous, eager to deftroy. 
In man's misfortune founds her hatefiii joy ; 
To neither party ought of mercy ihown, 
Well-pleas'd me ftabs the dagger in her own ; 
Dwells a fierce tyrant in the breaft fhe fires. 
And fmiles to puniOi what herfelf ii^ires. 

Weft of the city, near thofe borders gay, 
Where Seine obliquely winds her floping way, 
(Scenes now, where pleafure*s fbft retreats are found. 
Where Jtriumphs art, and nature fmiles around. 
Then, by the will of fate, the bloody ftage 
For war's ftem combat and relentlefs rage) 
Th';unhappy Valois bad his troops advance. 
There jufli'd at once the generous ftrength of France. 

A 



[ '43 3 

A thoufand heroes, eager for the fight,. 

By feds divided, from revenge unite. 

Thefe virtuous Bouubon leads, their chofen gufdej 

Their caufe confederatej and their hearts allied. 

It feem'd the army felt one common fiame, 

Their zeal, religion, caufe^ and chief the fame. 

The facred Louis, fire of Bourbon's race,. 
From azure fkies, befide the throne of grace,. 
With holy joy beheld his future heir,. 
And cy^d' the Hero with paternal care ;■ 
With fuch as prophets feel, a blefl prefage. 
He faw the virtues of his ripening age r 
Saw Glory round him all her laurels deal^ 
Yet wail'd his errors, tho' he lov'd his zeal ;: 
With eye prophetic he beheld e'en now. 
The crown of France adorn his royal brow ; 
He knew the wreath was deftin'd which they gave. 
More will'd the Saint, the light which fhines to fave. 

Still Henry's fleps mov'd onward to the throne. 
By fecret ways, e'en to himfclf unknown. 

His 
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His help from Heaven the Holy Prophet fent, 
But hid the arm his wife indulgence lent ; 
Left fute of conqueft, he had flack'd his Hame, 
Nor grapplM danger for the meed of fame. 

Already Mars had donn*d his coat of mail, 
And doubtful Conqueft held her even fcale ; 
Carnage with blood had marked his purple way, 
And flaughter'd heaps in wild confufion lay, 
When V A LOIS thus his part'ner king addreft, 
The figh deep-heaving from his anxious breafL 



** You fee what fate, what humbling fate is mine, 
** Nor yet alone, — the injury is thine. 
" The dauntlefs League, by hardy Chieftains led, 
" Which hifles fadlion with her Hydra head, 
" Boldly confederate by a defperate oath, 
^' Aims not at me alone, but frrikes at both. 
** Tho' I long lince the regal circle wear, 
" Tho* thou by rank fucceed my rightful heir, 
" Paris difowns us, nor will homage bring 

« 

" To me their preient,. you their future king. 

Thine, 
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*' Thine, well they know the nextilluftrlous claim, 

** From law, from birth, and deeds of loudeft fame; 

'* Yetiifom that throne's hereditary right 

" Where I but totter, wou*d exclude thee quite. 

** Religion hurls her furious bolts on thee, 

" And holy councils join her firm decree: 

" Rome, tho' fhe raife no foldier's martial band, 

" Yet kindles war thro' every awe-fliuck land ; 

^* Beneath her banners bids each hoft repair, 

** And trufts her thunder to the Spaniard's care, 

" Far from my hopes each Aimmer friend is flown, 

" No iubjeds hail me on my (acred throne ; 

" No kindred now the kind afledion (hows, 

^* All fly, their king, abandon, or oppofe : 

" Rich in my fpoils, with greedy treacherous hafle, 

" While the bafe Spaniard lays my country wafte. 

" Midfl foes like thefe, abandon'd, and bctray'd, 

<^ France in her turn fhall feek a foreign aid : 

" Shall Britain's court by fecret methods try, 

" And win Eliza for a firm ally. 

" Of old I know between each pow'rful ftate, 

<< Subfifls a jealous and immortal hate ; 

U « That 
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« That London lifts its towVing front on higb» 
** And looks on Paris with a rival eye ; • 

<< But I, the monarch of each pageant throne* 

<< Have now no iiibjeds, and no country own : 

" Vengeance alon^ my ftem rdc^v^s ayow^ 

<< Who gives me that, to me is F^enchnian no\!^. 

<' The {nail-pac4 agents, whdfe delibera,te yay, ' 

<< Creeps on in tranimels of prdbib*4 delay, 

*< Such fit not now ; 'tis You, great Pr9K:e, ^oae 

<< Muft hafte a fuppl^t to Eliza's tlvc^t^ > '. 

*^ Ypur voice alone £hall neediy iliccours brings 

" And arm Britannia £cx an inJ3tur*d king. 

** To Albion hence, a^d kt tby h^pfu^r V99^ 

" Plead the king's cau{e, and nufe their generous dame ^ 

*< My foes* defeat upon thy arm ^qyends, 

** 9ut from thy virtues I muft hope,fi>ir friends." 



dus ^K>ke the king, while Henry's looks confeft 

jealous ardour which inflam'd his breaft, 

others* arms might urge their glorious claim, 

rayiOl from him half the meed of fame. 

With 



/ 
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With deep regret the Hero number^ o*er 
The wreaths of glory he had won befdre ; 
When, without fuccoiii$, . without ikill*& intrigue, 
Himfelf with Conde^ (hook the treiiibliog League. 
When thoie command, who hold the regal fwiiy. 
It is a rubje&*6 virtue to obey. 
Refolv'd to follow what the King commands, 
The blows, (uipended, fell not &om his hands ; . 
He rein'd the ardour of his noble mind. 
And parting left the gather'd wreaths behind. 
Th* aAonifh*d army felt a deep concem. 
Fate feem*d depending on the Chief *8 return. 
His abfence ftiU unknown, the pent-up foe 
In dire expe&ance dread the fudden blow s 
While Valois* troops ftiU feel their heroes flame. 
And virtue trmmphs in her Hbnry's name. 



Of all his favViteSj none their chief attend, 
Save MoRNAY brave, his ibuPs familiar fiiend. 
MoRNAY of fleady £uth, and manners plain. 
And truth, imtainted with the ilattVers iltain ; 

U 2 . Rich 
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Rich in defert, of valour rarely tried, 
A virtuous champion, tho* on oror s Gdc ; 
With fignal prudence bleft, with patriot zeal 
Firm to his church, and to the public weal ; 
Cenfbr of courtiers^ but by courts belov*d, 
Rome's fierce ailailant, and by Rome approved. 



Acrofs two rocks, where with treniendous roar,. 
The foaming ocean hUaes either ihore,. 
To Dieppe's flirong port the Hero's fteps repair,. 
The ready failors ply their bufy care. 
The tow*ring fhips, did ocean's lordly kings,„ 
Aloft in air difplay thdur canvas wings ; 
Not fwell'd by Boreas now, tihe glafiy fcas 
Flow'd cahnly on, with Zephyr's gentle breesje. 
Now, anchoB wejgh'd, they quit the fniendly fbore,. 
And land receding greets their eyes no more. ^ 
Jocund they fail'd, and Albion's chalky height . 
At diflance rofe full fairly to the fight. 
When rumbling thunders rend th* affrighted pole,. 
Loud roar tlie winds,, and feas tempeftuous roll : 

The 



[ H9 ] 

The livid lightnings cleave the darkened air^. 
And aU around reigns horror and defpair. 
No partial fear the Heroes bofbm knows, 
Which only trembled for his- country's woes. 
It ieem'd his looks, toward; her in filence bent, 
Accus'd the winds,, which crois'd his great intent. . 
So Ci&sAR, ftriving for a conquer'd woiid, 
Near Epire's banks, with adverse tempefts hurl'd^ 
Trufting, undaunted, and fecurely brave, 
Rome's and. the worlds fate to the fwelling wave: 
Tho' leagu'd with Pompey Neptune's felf engage, 
Oppos'd his fortune to dull Ocean's .rage» 

« 

Mean time that God, wfaofe power the tempefttinds, 
Who rides triumphant on, the wings of winds. 
That God, whofe wiidom,. which prefides o'er ally. 
Can raife, protedt^. or crufli this earthly ball. 
From his bright throne, beyond the. ftarry {kies„ 
Beheld the. Hero with confidering eyes. 
God was his guide, and 'mid the tempeft's roar 
The toiling velFelreach'd the neighbouring fliore; 

Where 



where Jerfey rifes from the ocean's bed, 
There, heaven-conduced, was the Hero led. 



At a fmall didance from the fhore, there (lood 
The growth of many years, a fliadowy wood. 
A neighbouring rock the calm retirement faves 

« 

From the rude blafts, and hoarfe-refbunding waves. 
A grotto (lands behind, whofe ftru6hire knows 
The fimple grace, which nature's hand bellows. 
Here far from court remov'd, a holy Sage 
Spent the mild evening of declining age. 
While free from wwldly toils, and worldly woe, 
His only ftudy was himfelf to know : 
Here mus*d, regretting on his mifpent days. 
Or loft in love, or pleafure*s ilowry maze. 
Na gufts of folly fwell the dangerous tide. 
While all his pafHons to a calm lubfide ; 
The bubble life he held an empty dream. 
His food the iimple herb, his drink the ftream ; 
Tranquil and calm he drew his aged breath. 
And look'd with patience tVard the port of death. 

When 
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When the pnre ibul to bliisful realms ihall fbar, 
And join with God himfelf to part no more. 
The God he worfhipp'd ey*d the zealous Sage, 
And blefs'd with wifdom's lore his £lver*d age : 
Gave him the fkill of prophecy to know. 
And from fate's volume read events below. 



The Sage with confcious joy the Prince addrefsM, 
And fpread the table for his royal guefl ; 
The prompt repaft, which fimple nature iiiits, 
The ftream's frefh water, and the foreft's roots.- 
Not unaccuftom'd to the homely hiCy 
The Warrior fat ; for oft from bufy care,. 
From courts retir'd, and pomp's faftidious pride,^ 
The Hero dar'd to throw the king afide : 
And in the ruftic cot well-pleas'd partook 
Qf labour's mean repail, and chearful look ;. 
Found in himfelf the joys to kings unknown 
And felf depos'd forgot the lordly throne. 

The world's contentic^i to their minds Supplies ' 
Much converfe, wholfome to the good and wife. 

Much: 
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Much did they talk of woes in human life, 
Of Chriftian kingdoms torn with jarring ftrife. 
The zeal of Morn ay, like a flubborn fort, 
Attach'd to Calvin flood his firm fupport. 
Henry, ftill doubting, fought th* indulgent Ikies, 
That lights' clear ray might burft upon his eyes, 
" Mufl then, laid he, the truth be always found, 
" To mortals weak with mifts encompasM round ? 
" Mufl I ftill err, my way in darknefs trod, 
" Nor know the path which leads me to my God ? 
" If all alike he will'd us to obey, 
" The God who will'd it, had prclcrib'd the way. 



*' Let us not vainly God*s defigns explore I 
" (The Sage reply 'd) be humble, and adore I 
*' Arraign not madly heav'n*s unerring laws 
" For faults, where mortals are themfelves the caufe. 
** Thefe aged eyes beheld in days of yore, 
" When Calvin's dodrine reach'd the Gallic fhore, 
" Then, tho' with blood it now diftains the earth, 
<< Creeping in ftiade and humble in the birth, 
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** I fiiw it banifli'd by religion's laws, 
" Without one friend to combat in the caufe. 
" Thro* ways oblique I faw the phantom tread, 
" Slojv winding, and afham'd to rear her head, 
" 'Till, at the laft, upheld by pow'rful arms, 
*< *Midft cannon's thunder, and 'mid war*s alarms, 
*' Burft forth the Monfter in the glare of light, 
" With, tow'ring fronts full dreadful to the fight ; 
" To fcoul at mortals from her tyrant feat, . 
And fpum our altars at her impious feet. 
Far then from courts, beneath this peaceful cot, 
I wail'd Religion's and my Country's lot ; 
** Yet here, to comfort my declining dap, 
" Some dawn of hope prefents its chear^l rays. 
So new a worfhip. cannot long furvivc, 
Which man's caprice alone has kept alive. 
" With that it rofe, with that fhall die away, 
" bJtaiis works and Man are bubbles of a day. 
** The God, who reigns for ever and the fame, 
** At pleafure blafls a world's prefumptuous aim. 
" Vain is our malice, vain our flrength difplay'd, 
" To fap the city his right hand hath made ; 

X « Himfelf 



a 

U 
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" Himfelf hath fix'd the ftrong foundations low, 
" Which brave the wreck of time, and helFs invete- 

" rate blow : 
** The Lord of Lords fliall blefs thy purged fight 
" With bright efFulgence of diviner light j 
" On thee, Great Prince, his mercies he'll beflow, 

m ■ 

** And fhed that Truth thy bofbm pants to know. 
" That Coi> hath chofe thee, and his. hand alone 
" Safe through the war fhall lead thee to a throne. 
" Conqueft already (for his voice is fate,) 

m 

** For thee bids Glory ope her golden gate. 
'* If on thy fight the Truth unnotic'd falls^ 
'* Hope not admifiion in thy Paris^ walls. 
" Tho' fplendid Eafe invite thee to her armsj 
" O fhun. Great Prince, the Syren's poifon'd charms^ !' 
" O'er thy ftrong pafilons hold' a glorious reign, 
Fly love's foft lap, break pleafure's filken chain I 
And when, with efforts ftrong, all foes o'crthrown, 
A League's great conqueror, and what's more Your 



cc 

" Own, 



** When, with united hearts, and triumph's voice, 
" Thy people hail thee witli one common choice, 

" From. 
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" From a dread {iege> to fame for ever known, 
" To mount with gloiy thy paternal throne, 
" That time, Afflidion fhall lay by her rod, 
*< And thy glad eyes fhall feek thy father's Gon-: 
** Then (halt thou fee from whence thy arms prevail. 
** Go, Prince — Who trusts in GOD — can never 
« fail." 



Each word the Sage's holy lips impart. 
Falls, like a flame, on Hen&y's generous heart. 
The Hero flood tranfported in his mind 
To times, when God held converfe with mankind. 
When fimple virtue taught her heav*n-bom lore, . 
And Trutli commanding bid e'en kings adore. 
His eager arms the reverend Sage embrace. 
And the warm tear fafl trickled down his face. 
Untouch*d, yet lofl awhile in deep furprife, 
Stood MoRNAY brave ; for flill on Mornay's eyes 
Hung error's mifl, and God's high will concealed 
The gifts from him to Henry's breafl reveal'd. 
His wifdom idly wou'd the world prefer, 
Whofe lot, tho' rich in virtues, was to err, 

X 2 While 



^. 
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While the wrapt Sage fulfilling Gods bcheft, 

Spoke infpiration to the Prince's breaft, 

Hufh'd were the winds, within their caverns bounds 

Smooth flow'd the Teas, and nature finird around. 

The Sage his guide, the Hero fought his way 

Where the tall veflels fafe at anchor lay : 

The ready iailors quit the friendly (Irand, 

Hoift the glad fails, and make for Albion's land» 



While o'er her coafl his eyes admiring Tungft^ 
He prais'd in filence Britain's happier change ; 
Where laws abus'd by foul inteftine foesy 
Had erft entail'd a heap of dreadful woes 
On prince and people ; on diat bloody flage. 
Where flaughter'd heroes bled for civil rage ; 
On that bright throne, from whence defccnded ^prings^ 
Th' illuflrious lineage of a hundred kings, 
Like Henry, Icaig in adverfe fortune fchool'd. 
O'er willing Englifh hearts a Woman rul'd r 
And, rich in manly courage, female grace, 
Clos'd the long luflre of her crouded race. 

£uz.A 
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Eliza then, in Britain s happiefl hour, 
Held the juft balance of contending pow'r ; 
Made Englifh fubjeds bow the willing knee, 
Who will not ferve, and are not happy free. 
Beneath her &cred reign the nation knows 
No (ad remgnbrance of its former woes j 
Their flocks fecurely graz'd the fertile plain, 
Their garners burfting with their golden grain.. 
The ftately fhips, their fwcUing fails unfurl'd, 
Brought wealth and homage from the diftant world : 
All Europe watch'd Britannia's bold decree, 
Dreaded by land, and monarch of the fea» 
Wide o'er the waves his fleet exulting rode,. 
And fcHTtune triumphed over Ocean's God. 
Proud London now, no more of barbarous fame,. 
To arms and commerce urg'd her blended claim. 
Her pow'rs, in union leagu'd, together late. 
King, Lords, and Commons, in their threefold flate. 
Though feparate each their fevcral intcrcft draw> 
Yet all united form the ftcdfaft law. 
All three, one body's members, Arm and flt. 
Make but one pow'r in ftrong conjunction knit ; 

Pow't 
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Pow'r to itfelf of danger often found, 
But fpreading terror to its neighbours round. 
Bleft, when the people duty's homage (how, 
And pay their king the tribute which they owe I 
More bleft, when kings for milder virtues known, 
Proted; their people's freedom from the tlvone ! 

* Ah when, cry'd Bourbon, ihall our difcord ceale, 

* Our glory, Albion, rife, like thine, in peace ? 

* Blufh, blufh, ye kings, ye lords of jarring ftates, 

* A Woman bids, and War hath clos'd its gates : 

* Your countries bleed with fadious rage oppreft, 

* While She reigns happy o'er a people bleft." 



Mean time the Hero reach'd the fea-girt ifle, 
Where freedom bids eternal plenty fmile ; 
Not far from William's Tow'r at diftance feen, 
Stood the fam'd palace of the Virgin Queen. 
Hither, the faithful Mornay at his fide. 
Without the noife and pageant pomp of pride. 
The toys of grandeur which the vain purfue, 
But glare unheeded to the Hero's view. 

The 
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The Prince arriv'd : With bold and manly fenfe 

He fjpoke, his firanknefs, all his eloquence ;- 

Told his fad tale, and bowM his lofty heart 

For France's woes, to a<9: fubmiffion*s part ;: 

For needful aids the Britifh (^ecn addreft^. 

While in the fuppliant flione the king confeft. 

*' Com'jfir thouj reply 'd the Queen j with ftrange fur— 

** prife,^ 
" Com'ft thou from Valois for the wifti'd allies ? 
** Afk'ft thou protedion for a tyrant foe, 
<^ Whofe deadly hate work'd all thy fortune's woe ?* 
** Far as the golden fun begins to rife, 
**" Tq where he drives adown the weftem /kies^ 
*' His ftrife and Thine to all the world is known r 
** Stand- ft thou for Him a ftiend at Britain's throne ? 
•* And is that hand, which Valois oft hath fear'd, 
** Arm'd in his cauie, and for his> vengeance rear'd V' 
When thus the Prince :- " A monarch's adverfe fate. 
** Wipes all remembrance out of former hate. 
" Valois was then a flave, his pafHon's flave,.. 
" But now/hirofelC . a, monarch firm and brave ;-. 
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'< He burfts at once the ignominious chain, 
" Refumes the Hero, and ailerts his reign. 
'* Bleft, if of nature more ailiir'd and free, 
" He'd fought no aid but from himfelf and me I 
*' But, led hj fraud, and arts, all infincere, 
<< He was my foe from weaknefs and from fear. 
'' His &ults die with me, when his woes I view, 
"I've gain'd the conquefl — grant me vengeance, 
« You I 
" For know the work is thine, Illuflrious Dame, 
« To deck thy Albion's brows widi woiljiieft fame. 
** Let thy protection ^n<ead her ready wings, 
<* And fight with me the injur'd cauie of Kings 1 '* 

Eliza then, for much fhe wifh'd to know, 

The various turns of France's long-felt wocy 

Whence rifing firft the civil difcord camJe, 

And Paris kindled to rebellion's flame'— 

" To me, Great Prince, thy griefs ar^ not unknown, 

" Though brought imperfed, and by Fame alone ; 

** Whofe rapid wing too indifcreetly flies, 

<< And fpreads abroad her indigefl:ed lies. 

« Deaf 
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" Deaf to her tales, from thee, lUuftrious Youth, 
'* From thee alone Eliza feeks the truth. 
" Tell me, for you have witnefs'd all the woe, 
" Valois' brave friend, or Valois' conquering foe, 
** Say, whence this friendfhip, this alliance grew, 
" Which knits the happy bond *twixt him and you ; 
" Explain this wond'rous change, 'tis you alone 
" Can paint the virtues which yourfelf hath fhown. 
" Teach me thy woes, for know thy ftory brings 
" A moral leflbn to the pride of kings." 

" And mull my memory then, Illuflrious Queen, 
** Recal the horrors of each dreadful fcene ? 
" O had it pleas'd th' Almighty PowV (which 
" knows. 
How my heart bleeds o*er all my country's woes) 
Oblivion then had fnatch'd them from the light, 
And hid them buried in eternal night. 
Neareft of blood, muft I aloud proclaim, 
The princes* madnefs, and expofe their fhame ? 
Refledion fhakes my mind with wild difmay — 
" But 'tis Eliza's will, and I obey. 

Y « Others, 
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** Others, in fpeaking, from their fmooth addrefs 
" Might make their weaknefs or their crimes feem 

« lefs :" 
** The flowery art was never made for me, 
" I ipeak a foldier's language, plain and free/' 



FAMILIAR 
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FAMILIAR EPISTLE 



To — ^^— — Apothecary. 

WHEN once a man Co far is gone 
To wet his lips at Helicon, 
Not all the hellebore, which you 
Buy in, the Lord knows what to do, 
His head can fettle, or reflore 
His reafbn as it was before. 



Talk about phyfic, what you wiU, 
And magnify the dodor's fkill. 
Mention the names of all the college, 
Thofe fhining miracles of knowledge^ 
Or more to juflify your praifc. 
Call in the lcarn*d of former days, 
Let Mead, Friend, Boorehave, RatclifFe join, 
Their mighty-knowing heads to thine, 
Confult together, and furve^ 
The whole Materia Medica^ 

Y a The 
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The various powers of med'cine flate. 
And find out virtues, or create. 
Try all old ways,, if they won't do 
Experimentally try new j 
And when all's ended, reft affur*d. 
Poetic madnefs can't be cur'd. 



When haughty Caslia's vain defires 
Inflame her brain, and fancy fires, 
When on her bed fhe fits elate 
And takes it for a throne of ftate. 
And with a fceptre made of ftraw 
Keeps the fubjeded world in awe ; 
Or when Clarifla, haplefs fair. 
With downcaft eye, and penfive air 
Treads her lone cell, and now complains 
Of broken vows, and perjur'd fwains, 
Now blames her own too eafy heart. 
Which took the bafe deluder's part ; 
Or when the poet's rowling eye 
Proclaims his hour of phrenzy nigh. 



When 
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When on imaginary horfe 
From pole to pole he takes his courle, 
Or, of fantaftick trophies proud, 
Beftrides fome eafy-pacing cloud, 
Or wildly running thso^ the ftreets,. 

I 

Pours couplets out to all he meets ; 
Can Addington, with all his care. 
The {hatter' d feat of fenfe repair ?. 

When Madnefs (now my worthy friend, 
I mud infift that you'll attend. 
For of diftindions fond Fm grown^. 
And fb will make one of my own,:. 
A nice diftindion^.-not a jot. 
It matters whether true or not, 
For he proceeds on futeft. groimds 
Whoj when he can't convince, confounds. 
And to the credit of. Jhis 



Puzzles the caufe he can't maintain) 
When Madnefs, of all forts and flzes. 
From bodily difeafe acifes. 

Whether 
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Whether the blood half froze remains, 
And fcarce moves lab'ring thro' the veins, 
Or, overrvhot with fanguine pride, 
Impetuous rolls her rapid tide, 
If the mind is no more affe€tedy 
Than as with body 'tis conneded, 
Phyfic may then of fervice prove, 
Abate the grief, perhaps remove ', 
But if the body and the brain 
Only, t'oblige the mind, complain. 
And the diftemper's in the heart, 
It is beyond the reach of 



But to diftinguifli farther ftill— 
Head it or not, juft as you will. 
Or, if you read, commend or blame, 
To me, old boy, 'tis all the fame ; 
Say, if you pleafe, perhaps fay true. 
This nothing is to me or you. 
Or fay, what obicrvation {ays 
Pf many great men now-adays, 



Of 
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Of moft indeed, that I am one 
Of great diftin<flion, judgment none; 
But once more to return, for this 
You'll read in a parenthefis, 
Tho' I had left you in the dark 
By leaving out the ufual mark. 

All kinds of Madnefs, we fhall find, 
Ev'n thofe which fpring out of the mind, 
More readily a cure admit, 
Than that which flows from Love of Wit;. 
In other phrenzies pain's endur'd. 
The patient wifhes to be cur'd. 
If e'er fome lucid intervaU 
The fcatter'd rays of fenie recal y 
Whereas the poet's highefl pleafure,. 
And frequently his only treafure. 
In Madnefs lies ; his joys flill vary, 
Joys real or imaginary. 
As his head turns, and he's moil blefl. 
When moft with Madnefs he's pofTeft, 

Phoebus 
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-Phoebus himfelf, that wc may quote 
Example of undoubted note, 
Phcebiis, Who well is known to be 
Of Phyfic, God, and Poetry, 
When firft he found by fymptoms fure 
His brain afFe<^ed, thought of cure 4 
Try'd ev*ry way, but try'd in vain. 
To fettle his diftraded brain. 
<<^nvin£*d at 'length, that nought would do^ 
*The ufelefs drugs afide he threw, 
And fmiling to the liil'ning croud 
This maxim he declared aloud 
(A maxim Imce moil {acred had) 
J^o Poef*s WISE wiw is not mad. 



A 
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A TALE. 



/ 



VENUS, of laughter queen and love, 
The greateft demirep above, 
Who {com'd reftridion, hated cuftom, 
Knew her own fex too well to truft 'cm. 
Proceeded on the noble plan, 
At any rate, to have her man ; 
Look'd on decorum, as mere traih. 
And liv'd like *** and ***, 
From Paphos, where they ho* revere 
As much as we do Caelia here. 
Or from Cythera, where her altars 
Are deck*d with daggers, true-love halters, 
Garters yclept, and other trophies. 
Which prove that man in love an oaf is. 
According to appointment came 
To fee CiEciLiA, tuneful dame, 
Whofe praife by Dryden's Ode is grown 

Bright and immortal as his own,. 

Z And 
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And who hath been for many years 
The chief diredlrefs of the fphcres. 

Thomas, who rode behind the car. 
And for a flambeau held a ftar, 
Who, in the honeil way of trade. 
Hath forg*d more horns, and cuckold's made,. 
Than Vulcan and his brawny dolts 
Ever for Jove forg'd thunderbolts, 
Slipt gently down,, and ran before 'cm. 
Ringing the bell with due decorum. 



But, truth to &y, I cannot tell 
Whether it Knocker was or Bell, 
(This for vertii an anecdote is,) 
Which us*d to give Cjbcilia notice. 
When any lady of the fky 
Was come to bear her company. 
But this I*m fure, be which it will, 
Thomas perform'd his part with ikifl. 



Methinks 
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Methinks I hear the reader cry — 
His part with fkill ? why, You or I, 
Or any body elfc, as well 
As Thomas, fure, could ring a bell, 
Nor did I ever hear before 
Of {kill in knocking at a door. 



Poor low-liv'd creature I I fuppofe. 
Nay, and am fure, you're one of thofe 
Who, at what door foe*er they be. 
Will always knock in the fame key. 
Thinking that Bell and Knocker too 
Were found out nothing elfe to do, 
But to inform the houfe, no doubt. 
That there was fbmebody without, 
Who, if they might fiich favour win, 
Would rather chufe to be within. 



But had our fervants no more (enfe. 
Lord ! what muft be the confequence ? 
Error would error ftill purfue. 
And ftrife and anarchy enfue, 

Z 2 Fundilio 
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Pundilio from her altar hurl'd, 
Whence fhe declares unto the world 
Whate'er by fancy is decreed, 
Thro* all her niceties muft bleed. 



For if there was not to be found 
Some wholefome difference of found. 
But the fame rap foretold th' approach. 
Of him who walk'd, or rode in coach,. 
A poor relation now and then, 
Might to my lord admittance gain. 
When his good lordOiip hop'd to fee 
Some rafcal of his own degree ; 
And, what is more unhappy flill,^ 
The ftupid wretch, who brings a bill. 
Might pafs thro* all the motley tribe. 
As free as one, wha brings a bribe. 

My lady too might pique her grace 
Wich carriage ftiff, and formal face^ 
Which, flie deceiv'd, had taken care 
For fbme inferior to prepare. 



Or 
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Or might fome wretch from Lombard-ftreet 
With greater eafe and freedom meet^ 
Than fenfe of honour will admit 
Between my lady and a cit. 

Thofe evils wifely to prevent,. 
And root out care and difcontent,. 
Ev'ry gay fmart, who rides behind. 
With rofe and bag in tafte refin*d, 
Mufl mulick fully underftand,.. 
Have a nice ear and fkilful hand ;' 
At ev'ry turn be always found 
A perfeA connoifleur in found ; 
Thro* all the gamut fkilful fly 
Varying his notes, now low, now high. 
According as he fhifts his place ; 
Now hoarfely grumbling in the bafe. 
Now turning tenor, and again 
To treble raifing his fhrill ftrain ; 
So to declare, where'er he be. 
His mafler's fortune and degree,.. 

By 
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» 

By the diftinguifliing addrefs 
Which he*ll upoa the door exprefs. 



Thomas, whom I have nam'd before 
As jinging at Cecilia's door, 
Was perfe<Sl mailer of this art, 
And vers'd alike in ev'ry part : 
So that Csecilia knew, before 
Her footman came unto the door. 
And in due form had told her fo. 
That Madam Venus was below. 



The doors immediate open flew, 
The Goddess, without more ado, 
Di^laying beauty's thousand airs, 
Skim'd thro* the hdl, and trip'd up flairs. 

CECILIA met her with a fmile 
Of great delight, when all the while 
If her falfe heart could have been feen. 
She wifh'd fhe had at Cypnis been. 

But 
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But ladies, fkill'd in forms and arts, 
Don't in their faces wear their hearts, 
And thofe above, like thofe below,. 
Deal frequently in outfide fhow, 
And always, to keep up parade,. 
Have a finile by them ready-made^ 

The forms, which ladies when they meet 
Muft for good- manners" fake repeat, 
As humble fervanty how (Tyou doy 
And in return, pray bow are you f 
Enrich'd at ev'ry proper fpace 
With due integuments of lace. 
As Madam, Grace, and Godde{hip„ 
Which we for brevity fhall fkip, 
Happily paft, in elbow-chair 
At length our ladies feated are- 

IndilFrent fubjeds firft they chule. 

And talk of weather and the news. 

That done, they fit upon the ftate, 

And fnarl at the decrees of fate, ^ 

Ihvefiive^ 
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« 

Invedives againft Jove ate hurl'd, 
And They alone {hould rule the world. 

« 

Dull politicks at length they quit, 
And by ill-nature fliew their wit ; 
For hand in hand, too well we know, ^ 
Thefe intimates are faid to go, 
So that where either doth preilde 
T'other's exiftence is implied. 
The man of wit, fo men decree, 
Mufl without doubt ill-natur'd be ; 
And the ill-natur*d fcarce forgets 
To rank himfelf among the wits. 

Malicious Venus, who by rote 
Had ev'ry little anecdote, 
And moil minutely could advance 
£ach interefting circumftance. 
Which unto all intrigues related. 
Since Jupiter the world created, 
Dilplay'd her eloquence with pride, 
Hinted, obferv'd, enlarg'd, applied, 

And 
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And not the reader to detain 

With things impertinent and vain, 

She did, as ladies do on earth 

Who cannot bear a rival's worth, 

In fuch a way each tale rehearfe 

As good made bad, and bad made worfe. 



CyEciLiA too, with faint-like air. 
But lately come from evening prayV, 
Who knew her duty, as a faint, 
Always to pray, and not to faint. 
And, rain or fhine, her church ne'er mift. 
Prude, devotee, and methodift, 
With equal zeal the cauie promoted, 
Mifconflru'd things, and words mifquoted, 
Mi&eprefented, mifapplied, 
And, inlpiration being her guide, 
The very heart of man difleded. 
And to his principles objeded* 
Thus, amongft us, the iandi£ed, 
In all the jpirituals of pride, 

A a Whofe 
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Whofe honeft confciences ne'er reftcd. 

Till, of carnalities diverted, 

They knew and felt themfelves t'inherit 

A double portion of the fpirit : 

Who from one church to t'other roam, 

Whilft their poor children ftarve at home> 

Confid'ring they may claim the care 

Of Providence, who fent them there. 

And therefore certainly is tied 

To fee their ev'ry want iupplied; 

Who unto preachers give away, 

That which their creditors fhould pay,^ 

And hold that chofen veftels mufl: 

Be generous before they're juft. 

And that their charity this way 

Shall bind o'er heaven their debts to pay, 

And ferve their temp'ral turn, no doubt, 

Better than if they'd put it out, 

Whilft nought hereafter can prevent. 

Their fure reward of cent, per cent. 

Who honeft labour fcorn, and fay 

None need to work who love to pray, 

For 
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For heaven will fatisfy their cravings, 

By fending of Elijah's ravens, 

Or rain down, when their {jpirits fail, 

A di£h of manna, or a quail ; 

Who from Moorfields to Tottenham Court 

In furious fits of zeal reibrt, 

Praife what they do not underAand, 

Turn up the eye, ftrctch out the hand. 

Melt into tears, whilft blows 

The twang of nonfenfe thro' his nofe, 
Or — — deals in fpeculation, 

Or hums his congregation, 

Or talks with the lord of hoils, 

with pillars and with polls ; 

Who ftriialy watch, left Satan ihou'd, 
Roaring like lion for his food, 
Enfhare their feet his fatal trap in. 
And their poor fouls be taken napping ; 
Who ftridly faft, becaufe they find. 
The flefh ftill wars againft the mind. 
And flefh of faints, like finner's, muft 
Be mortified, to keep down luft ; 

A a 2 Who, 
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"Who, four times in the year at leaft, 
Join feaft of love to love of feaft, 
Which, tho' the profligate and vain 
In terms of blafphemy prophane, 
Yet all the ceremony here is 
Pure as the myfteries of Ceres ; 
Who, God*s ele<9:, with triumph feel 
Within themfelves falvation*s feal, 
And will not, muft not, dare not doubt. 
That heav'n itfelf can't blot it out ; 
After they've done their holy labours. 
Return to fcandalize their neighbours, 
And think they can't ferve heav'n fo well, 
As with its creatures filling hell. 
So that, inflam'd with holy pride. 
They fave themfelves, damn all befide* 
For perfons, who pretend to feel 
The glowings of uncommon zeal. 
Who others fcom, and feem to be 
Righteous in very great degree, 
Do, 'bove all others, take delight 
To vent their fpleen in tales of fpite, 



And 
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And think they raife their own rerxwa 
By pulling of a neighbour's down ;. 
Still lying on with moft fuccefs, 
Becaufe they charity profels, 
And make the out-fide of religion, 
Like Mahomet's inlpiring pigeon. 
To all their forgeries gain credit, 
*Tis enough fure that faid ir. 



But what can all this rambling mean ? 
Was ever fuch a hodge-podge leen ? 
Venus, C-ecilia, Saints, and Whoresy 
Thomas, Vert^, Bells, Knockers, Doors, 
Lords, Rogues, Relations^ Ladies, Cits, 
Stars, Flambeaus, Thunderbolts, Horns, Wits,, 
Vulcan, and Cuckold-maker, Scandal, 
Mufic, and Footmen, Ear of Handel, 
Weather, News, Envy, Politicks, 
Intrigues, and Women's Thoufand Tricks, 
Prudes, Methodifts, and Devotees, 
Faftings, Feafts, Pray'rs, and Charities, 

Ceres, 
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Ceres, with Ker myfterious train, 

— — — , — — — — , "i and ' ' , 

Flefli, Spirit, Love, Hate, and Religion, 
A Quail, a Raven, and a Kgeon, 
All jumbled up in one large difh, 
Red-Herring, Bread, Fowl, Flefli, and Fifli, 



Where's the connexion, where's the plan ? 
The devil fure is in the man. 
All in an inftant we are hurl'd 
From place to place all round the world. 
Yet find no reafon for it — mum 
There, my good critic, lies the hum — - 
Well, but methinks, it wou'd avail 
To know the end of this — A TALE. 



A N 
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AnEPISTLEtoC. CHURCHILL, 



AUTHOR of the ROSCIAD. 



IF at a Tavern, where you d wifli to dine, 
They cheat your palate with adulterate wine. 
Would you, refolve me, critics, for you can. 
Send for the mafter up, or chide the man ? 
The man no doubt a knavifh bufinefs drives, 
But tell me what's the mailer who connives ? 
Hence you'll infer, and fure the dodrine's true, 
Which fays, no quarter to a foul Review. 
It matters not who vends the naufeous flop, 
Mafler or prentice ; we detefl the fhop. 



Critics of old, a manly liberal race, 
Approv'd or cenfur'd with an open face : 
Boldly perfu'd the free decifive tafk, 
Nor flabb'd, conceal'd beneath a ruffian's mafic. 



To 
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To works not men, with honeft warmth, feverc, 
Th' impartial judges laugh'd at hope or fear : 
Theirs was the noble fkill, with gen*rous aim. 
To fan true genius to an adlive flame ; 
To bring forth merit in its ftrongeft light, 
Or damn the blockhead to his native night. 



But, as all ftates are fubjed to decay, 
The ftate of letters too will melt away. 
Smit with the harlot charms of trilling found, 
Softnefs now wantons e*en on Roman ground ; 
Where Thebans, Spartans, fought their honour^ graves, 
Behold a weak enervate race of flaves. 
In claflic lore, deep fciencc, language dead, 
Tho' modern witlings are but fcantly read, 
Profeflbrs * fail not, who will loudly bawl 
In praife of either, with the want of all. 
Hail'd mighty critics to this prefent hour. 
— The tribune's name furviv'd the tribime's pow'r. 

Now 

* The author takes this opportunity, notwithftanding all infinuations 
to the contrary, to declare, that he has no particular aim at a gentleman, 
whofe abilities he fufficiently acknowledges. 
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Now Quack and Critic difFer but in name, 
Empirics frontlefs both, they mean the fame ; 
This raw in Phyfic, that in Letters frefli. 
Both Ipring, like warts, excrefcence from the flefh. 
Half form'd, half bred in printers* hireling fchools, 
For all profeffions have their rogues and fools, 
Tho' the pert witling, or the coward knave, 
Cafts no reflexion on the wife or brave. 



Yet, in thefe leaden times, this idle age, 
When, blind with dulnefs, or as blind with rage. 
Author *gainft author rails with venom curfl, 
And happy He who calls out blockhead iirft. 
From the low earth aspiring genius fprings, 
And fails triumphant, born on eagle wings. 
No toothlefs fpleen, no venom*d critic's aim, 
Shall rob thee, Churchill, of thy proper fame ; 
While hitch'd for ever in thy nervous rhyme. 
Fool lives, and fhines out fool to lateil time. 



Pity perhaps might wifh a harmlefs fool 
To fcape th* obfervance of the critic ichool ; 

B b But 



[ '86 ] 

But if low malice, leagued with folly, rife, 

Arm'd with invcdtivcs, and hedg'd round with lies ; 

Should wakeful dulnefs, if flbe ever wake, 

Write fleepy nonienfe but for writing (ake, 

And, dung with rage, and pioufly fevere, 

Wifli bitter comforts to your dying ear ; 

If fome imall wit, fbme iix-lin'd verleman, rakes 

For quaint refledions in the putrid jakes. 

Talents ufurp'd demand a cen{br*s rage, 

A dunce is dunce profcrib'd in evVy age. 

G>urtier, phyfician, lawyer, paribn, cit, 
All, all are objeds of dieatric wit. 
Are ye then, A<9x)rs, privileg*d alone. 
To make that weapon, ridicule, your own'f 
Frofeffions bleed not horn his juft attack. 
Who laughs at pedant, coxcomb, knave, or quack ; 
Fools on and ofi the fiage are fotAs the fame, 
And every dunce is fatire*8 lawful game. 
Freely you thought, where thought has free'ft room, 

Why then apologize ? for what ? to whom ? 

Though 
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Though Gray's-Inn wits with author fquircs unite, 
And felf-made giants club their laboui*d mite^ 
Though pointlefs fatire make its weak efcape, 
In the dull babble of a mimic ape, 
Boldly purfiie where genius points the way, 
Nor heed what monthly puny critics fay. 
Firm in thylelf with calm indiiFerence fmile, 
When die wife Veteran knows you by your ftilc, 
With critic feales weighs out the partial wit. 
What I, or You, or He, or no one writ ; 
Denying thee thy juft and proper worth, 
But to give ^fhood*s fpurious iilue birth ; 
And all ielf-will*d with lawleis hand to raife 
Malicious flander on the bale of piaife. 

Dilgrace eternal wait the wretch's name 
Who lives <m credit of a borrow'd ^une ; 
Who wears die trappings of another^s wit, 
Or fathers bandings which he could not get I 
But fhrewd Suipidon with her fquinting eye» 
To truth declared, prefen a whifper'd lye. 

B b 2 Widi 
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With greedy mind the proffer'd tale believes, 
Relates her wifhes, and with joy deceives. 

The World, a pompous name, by cuftom due 
To the fmall circle of a talking few, 
With heart-felt glee th' injurious tale repeats. 
And fends the whifper buzzing through the ftreets. 
The prude demure, with ibber faint-like mr. 
Pities her neighbour for fhe's wondrous fair. 
And when temptations lie before our feet, 
Beauty is frail, and females indifcreet. 
She hopes the nymph will every danger Hiun, 
Yet prays devoutly — that the deed were done. 
Mean time fits watching for the daily lie. 
As fpiders lurk to catch a fimple fly. 

Yet is not ^ndal to one fex confin'd, 
Though men would fix it on the weaker kind. 
Yes, this great lord, creation's mafter, man. 
Will vent his malice where the blockhead can. 
Imputing crimes, of which e'en thought is free, 
For inflance now, your Rofciad all to me. 



If 
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If partial friendfliip, in thy flerling lays, 
Grows all too wanton in another's praife, 
Critics, who judge by ways themfelves have known. 
Shall fwear the praife, the poem is my own y 
For 'tis the method in thefe learned days 
For wits to fcribble firft, and after praife. 
Critics and Co. thus vend their wretched ftufF, 
And help out nonfenfe by a monthly puff. 
Exalt to giant's forms weak puny elves. 
And defcant fweetly on their own dear felves ; 
For works per month by learning's midwives paid. 
Demand a puffing m the way of trade. 

Referv'd and cautious, with no partial aim 
My Mufe e'er fought to blaft another's fame. 
With willing hand cou'd twine a rival's bays. 
From candour filent where fhe cou'd not praife. 
But if vile rancour, from (no matter who) 
Ador, or mimic, printer, or Review, 
Lies, oft o'erthrown, with ceafelefs venom fpread 
Still hifs out icandal from their Hydra head, 



If 
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If the dull maKcc boldly walk die town, 
Patience herfelf wou*d wrinkle to a frown. 
Come then with juftice draw the ready pen, 
Give me the works, I wou'd not know the men. 
All in their turns might make reprifals too. 
Had all the patience but to read them through. 
Come, to the utmoft, probe the defperate wound, 
Nor Ipare the knife where'er infedion*$ found ! 

But Prudence, Churchill, or her fifter. Fear, 
Whifpers forbearance to my fright'ned ear. 
Oh 1 then with me forfake the thorny road. 
Left we ihould £ounder in fbme Fleet-Ditch Ode, 
And funk for ever in the lazy flood 
Weep with the Naiads heavy drops of Mud. 

Hail mighty Ode ! which like a picture frame. 
Holds any portrait, and with any name ; 
Or, like your nitches, planted thick and thin. 
Will ferve to exam the random hero in. 



Hail 
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Hail mighty Bard too — • whatfbe'er thy name, 
or Durfy, for it's all the fame. 



To brother bards ihall equal praife belong, 
For wit, for genius, comedy and fong ? 
No coftive Mufe is thine, which freely rakes 
With eafe familiar in the well-known jakes, 
Happy in fkill to foufe through foul and fair, 
And tofs the dung cmt with a lordly air. 
So have I feen, amidft the grinning throng. 
The fledge proceflion flowly dragg'd along. 
Where the mock female fhrew and hen-peck'd male 
Scoop'd rich contents from either copious pail, 
Caird burfis of laughter from the roaring rout> 
And dafh'd and fplafh'd the iilthy grains about. 

Quit then, my friend, the Mufes* lov'd abode, 
Alas ! they lead not to preferment's road. 
Be folenm, fad, put on the prieftly frown, 
Be dull ! 'tis facred, and becomes the gown. 
Leave wit to others, do a Chriflian deed. 
Your foes ihall thank you, for they know their need. 

Broad 
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Bf oad is the .path by learning's Tons poflefsM, 
A thoufand modern wits might walk abreaft. 
Did not each poet mourn his lucklefs doom, 
Joftled by pedants out of elbow room. 
I, who nor court their love, nor fear their hate, 
Muft mourn in filence o'er the Mufe's fate. 
No right of common now on Pindus' hiU, 
While all our tenures are by critic's will. 
Where, watchful guardians of the lady mufe. 
Dwell monflrous giants, dreadful tall Reviews, 
Who, as we read in fam'd romance of yore, 
Sound but a horn, prefs forward to the door. 
But let ibme chief, fbme bold advent'rous knight, 
Provoke thefe champions to an equal fight. 
Strait into air to fpacelefs nothing fall 
The xaflle, lions, ;giants, dwarf and all. 

Ill it befits with undifceming rage. 

To cenfure Giants in this polifh'd age. 

No lack of genius ftains thofe happy times, 

No want of learning, and no dearth of rhymes. 

The 
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The fee-faw Mufe that flows by meafuf^d laws, 
In tuneful numbers, and afFeded paufe. 
With found alone, found's happy virtue fraught, 
Which hates the trouble and expence of thought. 
Once, every moon throughout the circling year. 
With even cadence charms the critic ear. 
While, dire promoter of poetic iin, 
A Magazine mud hand the lady in« 

How Moderns write, how nervous, ftrong and well. 
The Anti-Rosciad's decent Mufe does tell: 
Who, while flie ftrives to cleanle each ador hurt, 
Daubs with her praife, and rubs him into dirt. 

Sure never yet was happy aera known 
So gay, fo wife, fo tajieful as our own. 
Our curious hiftories rife at once complete. 
Yet ftill continued^ as they're paid, per (heet. 

See every feience which the world wou'd know. 
Your Magazines fhall every month befl:ow, 

C c Whofe 



J 
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Whofe very titles fill the mind with awe. 
Imperial^ Chriftian^ Royal^ Britijhy Lawi 
Their rich contents will every reader fit, 
State/man, Divim, Philofopber and JP^it ; 
Compendious fchemes 1 which teach all things at once, 
And make a pedant coxcomb of a dunce. 

But let not anger with fuch fi-enzy grow, 
Drawcanfir like, to ftrike down fi-iend and foe. 
To real worth be homage duly paid, 
But no allowance to the paltry trade. 
My friends I name not (though I boaft a few. 
To me an honour, and to letters too) 
Fain would I praife, but, when fuch Unngs oppofe. 
My praife of courfe muft make them — — 's foes. 

If manly Johnson, with fatyric rage, 
Lafb the dull follies of a trifiing age. 
If his ftrong Mufe with genuine ftrength afpire, 
Gloi^s not the reader with the poet's fire ? 
HIS the true fire, where creep the witling fry 
Tq warm themfelves, and light their ruflilights by. 

What 
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What Mufe like Gray's flidl pleafing penfive flow 
Attemper'd fwcetly to the ruflic woe ? 
Or who like him £liall fweep the Theban lyre, 
And, as his maAer, pour forth thoughts of ^ire ? 

£*en now to guard af9i(^d learning's caufe, 
To judge by rcafon's rules, and nature's laws, 
Boafl we true critics in their proper right. 
While LowTH and Learning, Hurd and Tafte unite. 

Hail facred names ! — Oh guard the Mule's page. 
Save your lov'd miftrels from a ruffian's rage ; 
See how fhe gafps and ftruggles hard for life. 
Her wounds all bleeding from the butcher's knife : 
Critics, like furgeons, bleft with curious art. 
Should mark each paflage to the human heart, 
But not, unlkilful, yet with lordly air, 
Read furgeon's lectures while they fcalp and tear. 

To names like thefe I pay thft hearty vow. 
Proud of their worth, and not afham'd to bow. 

C c 2 To 



\ 
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To thefe infcribe my nide, but honeft lays, 
And feel the pleafures of my confcious praiie. 
Not that I mean to court each lettered name» 
And poorly glunmer from receded fame, 
But that the Mufe, who owns no fervile fear. 
Is proud to pay her willing tribute here. 



PRO- 
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PROLOGUE, 



Intended to have been ipoken at Druiy-lane theatre> 

on His Majefty's Birth- Day, 1761, 



GENIUS, negleded, mourns his wither'd bays ;. 
But foars to heav*n from virtue's generous praife. 
When Kings themfelves the proper judges fit 
O'er the bleft reahns of fcience, arts and wit. 
Each eager breafl beats high for glorious fame^ 
And emulation glows with adlive flame; 
Thus, with Auguflus rofe imperial Rome,. 
For arms renown'd abroad, for arts at home. 
Thus, when Eliza fill'd Britannia*s throne. 
What arts, what learning was not then our own ? 
Then finew'd Genius, ftrong and nervous rofe,. 
In Spenfer's numbers, and in Raleigh's profe ; . 

On Bacon's lips then every fcience hung. 
And Nature fpoke fi:om her own Shakefpeare's tongue. 

HCE 
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Her patriot finilcs fell, like refrefliing dews, 
To wake to life each pleafing ufeful Mufe, 
While every virtue which the Queen profcfs'd, 
Beam'd on her fubje<5s, but to make them bleft, 
O glorious times \ — O theme of praife divine ! 
— Be happy, Briton, then — fuch times are thine. 

Behold e*en now ftrong Icience imps her wing, 
And arts revive beneath a Patriot King. 
The Mufes too burft forth with double light, 
To fhed their luftre in a Monarch's fight. 
His cheering fmiles alike to all extend — 
Perhaps this/pot may boaft a Royal Friend. 
And when a Prince, with early judgment grac'd, 
Himfelf fhall marHial out. the way to tafte. 
Caught with the flame perhaps e*en here may rife 
Some powerful genius of uncommon fi«e, 
And, pleas'd with nature, nature's depths explore. 
And be vvhat our great Shake-fpeare was bef<M«. 



GENIUS, 



I 
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GENIUS, ENVY, and TIME, 

B L E ; 

Addrefs'd to WILLIAM HOGARTH, Efq. 

IN all profeflionary Ikill, 
There never was, nor ever will 
Be excellence, or exhibition. 
But fools are up in oppofition ; 
Each letter'd, grave, pedantic dunce 
Wakes from his lethargy at once. 
Shrugs, (hakes his head, and rubs his eyes. 
And, being dull, looks wond'rous wife, 
With folemn phiz, and critic fcowl, 
The wifdom of his brother owl. 



Moderns ! He hates the very name j 
Your Antients have prefcriptive claim : 
But let a century be paft. 
And We have tafte and wit at laft ; 



For 



*. 
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For at that period Moderns too 

Tuft turn the corner of Virtu, 

But merit now has little claim 

To any meed of prefent fame, 

For 'tis not worth that gets you friends, 

*Tis excellence that moft offends. 

If, Proteus-like, a Garrick*s art, 

Shews tafte and {kill in every part ; 

If, ever juft to nature's plan. 

He is in all the very man^ 

E'en here fhall envy take her aim, 

write, and « — blame. 

The Jealous Wife, tho' chaftly writ, 
With no parade of frippery wit. 
Shall {et a fcribbling, all at once. 
Both giant wit, and pigmy dunce ; 
While Critical Reviewers write. 
Who fhew their teeth before they bite. 
And facrifice each reputation. 
From wanton falfe imagination. 
Thefe obfervations, rather ftale, 
May borrow fpirit from a tale. 



Genius, 
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Genius, a buftling lad of parts, 
Who all things did by fits and ilarts, 
Nothing above him or belosv him, 
Who'd make a riot, or a poem. 
From excentricity of thought, 
Not always do the thing he ought { 
But, was it once his own ele<9:ion, 
Would bring all matters to perledlion ; 
Would ad, deflgn, engrave, write, paiAt, 
But neither from the leaft condraint. 
Who hated all pedantic Ifehools) 
And fcom'd the glofs of knowing fools, 
That hold perfe<^ion all in all, 

r 

Yet treat it as mechanical^ 

And give the iame fufficient rule 

To make a poeni) as a ftool — 

From the firft fpring-time of his youth, 

Was downright worfhipper of truth ; 

And, with a free and liberal (pint, 

His courtfhip paid to lady Mekit. 



D d Envy, 
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Envv, a fquint-ey'd, mecr old maid. 
Well known among the fcribbling trade ; 
A hag, fo very, very thin, 
Her bones peep'd through her bladdec-fkin 'y 
Who could not for her foul abide 
That folks fhou'd praife, where fhe muft dude^ 
FoUow'd the Youth where'er he went. 
To mar each good and brave intent ;. 
Would lies, and plots, and mifohief hatch. 
To ruin him and fpoU the match. 
Honour fhe held at bold defiance, 
Talk'd much of Fa&im, Gang, Alliance, 
As if the real fons of tade 
Had clubbed to lay a Des art wafte. 

\ In fhort, wherever Genius came» 

You*d find this Antiquated Dame ; 
Whate'er he did, where'er he went, 
She foUow'd only to torment ; 
Caird Merit by a thou^d names, 
Which decency or truth difclaims, 



/ 



/ 



While 



[ 203 ] 

While all her bufinefs, toil, and care, 
Was to depreciate, lye, compare, 
To pull the Modeft Maiden down, 
And blaft her fame to all the town. 

The Youth, inflam'd with confcious pride, 
To Prince Posterity apply 'd. 
Who gave hi§ anfwer thus in rhyme, 
By his chief minifkry Old Tms. 



** Repine not at what pedants fay. 
We'll bring thee forward on the way j 

* If wither'd Envy ftrive to hurt 

* With licsi with impudence and dirt, 

* You only pay a common tax 

* Which fool, and knave, and dunce exads. 

* Be this thy ccwnfbrt, this thy joy, 

* Thy flxength is in it's prime, my boy, 

* And ev'ry year thy vigour grows 

< Impairs the credit of thy ;foes. ■ 

* Envy fhall fink, and be no' more 

* Than what her Naiads were before ; 

D d 2 « Merc 
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" Mere excremental maggptpji ^brfid 
" In poet's topfy-turyy hw4 . ^ 
" Born like a mornentary Uyi ;; ■■ 
" To flutter, buz?: about, JMid 4i9» 



« Yet» QENms, mwk what I pp$%?v' 

" Who look through ^ireiy 4iAfU)t ^^ : *. 
" Merit fhall bleft thee with h«f charais, 
" Fame lift thy offspring iji her. eiXtm> i 
** And ftamp eternity of grace 
" On all thy ni^m^rpw v^ioiu^ faj:?. . 
" RouBiLLiAC, WitTpw, jiAfn^) %% hi^h 
** As Phidias of an^iqflit^, ' /. 

" Shall flrength, p|;pa'eflioR, i»an»9f give, , 
" And make e*en marble li>rQ4l^e.aj)c|, Jive ; 
" While 8iGi$M*^Ni>A*5 4c?p diftr^fs, . 
*' Which looks thefotul of SiTe.tchc!<J*i?f6> . 
" When I, with Hqwm^ foft'^ipg p?|i, 
" Have gone o'er all the tints agen, 
** Shall urge a bold and : proper claitji , 
" To level half theantieaJt £9X!^'y\ ' '; 
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While future ages yet unknown 
With critic air fhall proudly own 
T)hyJHqx3A|iTH firft of every cli]^ie> 
I*'or humour keen, or ftrong fublime. 
And hail him from his fire and fpirit, 
The child of Genius and d Merit^ 
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The PROGRESS of ENVY. * 
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'IT'' 
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Written in tne year 175 1. 
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AH me J unhappy ftate of mortal wight, 
Kth Envy's fure attendant upon fame, 
Ne dot?h (he reft from rancorous defpight, 
Until (he works him mickle woe and ihame ; 
Unhappy he whom Envy thus doth fix>il, 
Ne doth fhe check her ever reftlels hate, 
Until (he doth his reputation foil : 
Ah ! luckleis imp is he, whofe worth elate, 
•Fortes him pay this heavy tax for being great, 

II. 

"^ It was not originally intended to infcrt the above poem, occa- 
fioned by Lauder's attack on the charadter of Milton, in this col- 
ledtion ; and it is now done merely to oblige fcvcral fubicriberS) who 
have paKicularly delired it. 
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II. 

There ftood an ancient moimt^ ycfept Famafs^ 
(The fair dpmain of facr^ poefy) 
Which, with frefli odours eKcr-blooming,. was' 
Beiprinkled with the. dew of Caftaly ; 
Which now, in foothing muimur& whiip'ring glides^ 
WatVing with genial waves the fragrant foil, 
Now rolls adown the mountain's fteepy fides, 
Teaching the vales full beauteouily. to fmile» 
Dame N at u r e *s handy-work, not form'd by lab'nngtoil. 

lU. 

The Muses fair^ theie peaceful? ihades among^ 

With fkilful lingers fweep the trembling firings j 

The air in filence liflens to the fong,. 

And Time forgets to ply his lazy wings ; 
Pale-vifag'd Care, with foul unhallowed feet. 
Attempts the fummit of the hill to gain,. 

Ne can the hag arrive the blifsful feat ; 

Her unavailing flrength is fpent in vain. 
Content fits on the top, and mocks her empty pain. ' 

IV. 
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IV. 

oft Phoebus felf left his divinfc abode; 
And here enfhrpuded in a mady t)ow*r, 
Kegardieis of his ftate> \xfA by the God^ 
And own'd fwcet mufic's vc^&k. alluring pow: r. 
K^Ti either fide wa* placM a fieerleft' wight, > 
"Whofe merit long hadfiU'd tfee tiijtii^ of Fame ; 
This, Fancy's darling child^ wis Spenser hight, 
TVhp pipId^fuU pleafmg on thebank^ of Tame ; 
Thatnb lefs falm'd than He^ and Milton was his namei 

In thefe cool bowVt they live fupinely calm ; 

Now iiaimlefs talk,^' now emuloKfly iing ; 

While Virtue^ poiSriag round her fac^ed balm, 

^Makes happinefs eternal as the fpring. 

Alternately they flirtg } now- Sp e n s e r '^n, • • • 

Of joufts and toUrniaitients, and champions ftrong ; 

!Now MitToiJr iung of difobedient man, 

And Edea lofti^ The birds around them throng. 

Drawn by the wondVoUs magic of their princes* fong. 

VI. 



y 



[ 209 ] 

vi. 

Not far from thcfe, Dan Chaucer, antient wight, 
A lofty feat on Mount Parnaflus held. 
Who long had been the Mufes' chief delight ; 
His reverend locks were {ilver'd o'er with eld ; 
Grave was his vifage, and his habit plain ; 
And while he fung, fair nature he difplay'd. 
In verfe albeit uncouth, and fimple ftrain ; 
Ne mote he well be feen, fo thick the fhade, 
Which elms and aged oaks had all around him made. 

VII. 

JNext Shakespeare fat, irregularly great, 
And in his hand a magic rod did hold. 
Which vifionary beings did create. 
And turn the fouleft drofs to pureft gold : 
Whatever fpirits rove in earth or air, 
Or bad or good, obey his dread command ; 
To his behefts thefe willingly repair, 
Thofe aw'd by terrors of his magic wand. 
The which not all their pow'rs united might withftand. 

E e VIII. 
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VIII. 

Befide the bard there flood a beauteous maid, 
Whofe glittering appearance dimm'd the eyen ; 
Her thin-wrought vefture various tints difplay*d, 
Fancy her name, yfprong of race divine ; 
Her mantle * wimpled low, her filken hair, 
Which loofe adown her well-turn'd flioidders ftray'd, 
* She made a net to catch the w.anton air,' 
Whofe love-fick breezes all around her play*d. 
And feem'd in whifpers foft to court the heav*nly maid. 

IX. 

And ever and anon fhe wav*d in air 

A fceptre, fraught with all-creative pow'r : 

She wav'd it round : Eftfoons there did ^appear 

4 

Spirits and witches, forms unknown before : 
Again ftie lifts her wonder-working wand ; 
Eftfoons upon the flow'ry plain were feen 
The gay inhabitants of fairieland, 
And blithe attendants upon Mab their queea 
In myftic circles danc'd along th' inchanted green. 

X. 

• Wimpled. A word ufed by Spenfer for hung down. The line indofcd 
within Commas is one of Fairfax's in his tranflation of Taflb- 
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X. 

On th' other fide ftood Naturc, goddefs fair; 
A matron feem'd flie, and of manners ftaid ; 
Beauteous her form, majeftic was her air, 
In loofe attire of pureft white array 'd : 
A potent rod Ihe bore, whofe pow'r was fuch, 
(As from her darling's works may well be fhown) 
That often with its foul-enchanting touch. 
She rais'd or joy, or caufe the deep-felt groan, 
And each man's paillons made fubfervient to her own. 

XL 

But lo ! thick fogs from out the earth arife. 
And murky mifts the buxom air invade, 
Which with contagion dire infeA the fkies. 
And all around their baleful influence flied ; 
Th' infedled (ky, which whilom was Co fair. 
With thick Cimmerian darknefs is o'erlpread ; 
The fun, which whilom ihone without compare, 
Muffles in pitchy veil his radiant head, 
And fore the time fore-grieving feeks his wat'ry bed. 

E 2 XII. 
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XII. 

Envy, the daughter of fell Acheron, 

(The flood of deadly hate and gloomy night) 

Had left precipitate her Stygian throne, 

And thro' the frighted heavens wingM her flight : 

With careful eye each realm flie did explore,- 

Ne mote flie ought of happinefs obferve ; 

« 

For happinefs, alas 1 was now no more, 
Sith ev'ry one from virtue's paths did fwerve. 
And trample on religion bafe defigns to ierye. 

XIIL 

At length, on jblefl: Parnafliis feated high> 
Their temple circled with a laurel crown, 
Spenser and Milton met her fcowling eye, 
And turn'd her horrid grin into a frown. 
Full faft unto her Sifter did flie poft, 
There to unload the venom of her breaft. 
To tell how all her happinefs was croft, 
Sith others were of happinefs pofleft : 
Did never gloomy hell fend forth like ugly peft. 

XIV. 
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XIV. • 

« 

Within the covert of a gloomy wood, 
Where fun!ral cyprefs ftar-proof branches fpread, 
O'ergrown with tangling briers a cavern flood ; 
Fit place for melancholy * dreary-head. 
Here a deformed monfter joy'd to won, 
Which on fell rancour ever was ybent. 
All from the rifing to the fetting fun, 
Her heart purfued fpite with black intent, 
Ne could her iron mind at human woes relent. 

XV. 

In- flowing fable ftole fhe was yclad. 
Which with her countenance did well accord ; 
Forth from her mouth, like one thro* grief gone mad, 
A frothy fea of naufeous foam, was pour'd ; 
A ghaftly grin and eyes afquint, difplay 
The rancour which her hcUifli thoughts contain. 
And how,, when man is bleft, fhe pines away. 
Burning to turn his happinefs to pain ; 
Malice the monfter's name, a foe to God and man. 

XV. 

? Dreary-bead, GlootninefSk 
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XVI. 

Along the floor black loathfome toads ftill crawl, 
Their gullets fwell'd with poifon's mortal bane, 
Which ever and anon they fpit at all 
Whom haplefs fortune leads too near her den ; 
Around, her waift, in place of filken zone, 
A life-devouring viper rear'd Kis head. 
Who no diftin(9:ion made *twixt friend and foen. 
But death on ev'ry fide fierce brandifhed. 
Fly, recklefs mortals, fly, in vain is * hardy-head. 

XVII. 

Impatient Envy, thro' th' aetherial wafte, 
With inward venom fraught, and deadly fpite. 
Unto this cavern fteer'd her panting hafl:e, 
Enflirouded in a darkfome veil of night. 
Her inmofl: heart burnt with impetuous ire. 
And fell deftru<Slion fparkled in her look, 
Her ferret eyes flafli'd with revengeful fire, 
A while contending paflions utt'rance choke. 
At length the fiend in furious tone her fiience broke. 

XVIII. 

♦ Hardy-bead. Courage. 



[ 215 ] 

XVIII. 

Sifter, arife ! fee how our powV decays, 
No more our empire Thou and I can boaft, 
Sith mortal man now gains immortal praife, 
Sith man is bleft, and Thou and I are loft ; 
See in what ftate Parnaflus' Hill appears ; 
See Phoebus' felf two happy bards atween ; 
See how the God their fong attentive hears ; 

« 

This Spenser hight, that Milton, well I ween! 
Who can behold unmov'd fike heart-tormenting fcene ? 

XIX. 

Sifter, arife 1 nc let our courage droop, 

Perforce we will compel thefe mortals own. 

That mortal force unto our force fliall ftoop ; 

Envy and Malice then fliall reign alone : 

Thou beft has known to file thy tongue with lies. 

And to deceive mankind with ipecious bait : 

Like Truth accoutred, (preadeft forgeries. 

The fountain of contention and of hate : 

Arife, unite with me, and be as whilom great ! 

XX. 
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XX. 

The Fiend obey'd, and with impatient voice— 
" Tremble, ye bards, within that bHfsful feat ; 
" Malice and Envy ftiall o'erthrow your joys, 
** Nor Phoebus felf fhall our defigns defeat. 
" Shall We, who under friendfliip's feigned veil, 
" Prompted the bold archangel to rebel ; 
" Shall we. Who under fhow of facred zeal, 
" Plung'd half the pow'rs of heav'n in lowcft hell— 
" Such vile difgrace of us no mortal man fliall tell. 

XXI. 

And now, more hideous render'd to the fight. 
By reafon of her raging cruelty. 
She burnt to go, equipt in dreadful plight, 
And find fit engine for her forgery. 
Her eyes inflam'd did caft their rays afkance, 
While hellifh imps prepare the monfter*s car. 
In which flie might cut thro' the wide expanfe. 
And find out nations that extended far, 
When all was pitchy dark, ne twinkled one bright ilar. 

XXII. 
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^ XXII. 

Bkck was her chariot, drawn by dragons dire. 
And each fell ferpent had a double tongue, 
Which ever and anon Ipit flaming fire, 
The regions of the tainted air among ; 
A lofty feat the fifler-monfters bore, 
In deadly machinations clofe combined, 
Dull Folly drove with terrible uproar, 
And cruel Discord foUow'd fafl behind ; 
God help the man 'gainfl whom fuchcaitifiFfoes are join*d. 

XXIII. 

Aloft in air the rattling chariot flies. 
While thunder harfhly grates upon its wheels ; 
Black pointed fpires of fmoke around them rife. 
The air dcprefs'd unuflial burthen feels 5 
Detefled fight ! in terrible array. 
They fpur their fiery dragons on amain, 
Ne mote their anger fufFcr cold delay, 
Until the wifh*d-for region they obtain, 
And land their dingy car oh Caledonian plain. 

F f XXIV. 
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xxrv. 

Here, eldeft fon of Malice, long had dwelt 
A wretch of all the jpys of life forlorn ; 
His fame on double falfities was built : 
(Ah ! worthlefs fon, of worthlefs parent bom I) 
Under the fhew of femblance fair, he veil'd 
The black intentions of his hellifh breaft ; 
And by thefe guileful means he more prevailed 
Than had he open enmity profeft : [dreft. 

The wolf more fafdy wounds when in fheep's cloathing 

XXV. 

Him then themfelves atween they joyful place, 
(Sure fign of woe when fuch are pleas'd, alas !) 
Then meafure back the air with fwifter pace. 
Until they reach the foot erf" Mount Parnafs. 
Hither in evil hour the monfters came. 
And with their new companion did alight. 
Who long had loft all fcnle of virtuous fhame. 
Beholding worth with poifonous defpight ; 
On his fuccefs depends their impious delight. 

XXVI. 
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XXVI. 

Long burnt He fore the fummit to obtain. 
And jfpread his venom o'er the blifsful feat j 
Long burnt He fore, but ftill He burnt in vain ; 
Mote none come there, who come with impious feet. 
At lenth, at unawares, he out doth fpit 
That fpite which elfe had to himfelf been bane ; 
The venom on the breafl of Milton lit, 
And fpread benumbing death thro* every vein ; 
The Bard of life bereft fell fenfelefs on the plain. 

XXVIL 

As at the banquet of Thyefles old. 
The fun is faid t'have fhut his radiant eye. 
So did he now thro* grief his beams with-hold, 
And darknefs to be felt o*erwhelm*d the iky ; 
Forth iflued from their difmal dirk abodes 
The birds attendant upon hideous night, 
Shriek-owls and i^vens, whofe fell croaking bodes 
Approaching death to miferable wight : 
Did never mind of man behold flke dreadful £ght ? 

F f 2 XXVIIL 
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XXVIII. 

Apollo wails his darling, done to die 
By foul attempt of Envy's fatal bane ; 
The Muses iprinkle him with dew of Caftaly, 
And crown his death with many a living flrain ; 
Hoary Parnassus beats his aged breaft^ 
Aged, yet ne'er before did fbrrow know ; 
The flowers drooping their defpair atteft, 
Th' aggrieved rivers queruloully flow ; 
All nature flidden groan'd with fympathetic woe. 

■ 

XXIX. 

But, lo ! the fky a gayer livery wears> 
The melting clouds begin to fade apace. 
And now the cloak of darknefs difappears, 
(May darknefs ever thus to light give place I) 
Erft griev'd Apollo jocund looks refumes. 
The Nine renew their whilom chearful fong. 
No grief Parnassus* aged breaft confumes. 
Forth from the teeming earth new flowers iprong, 
The plenteous rivers flow'd full peacefully along. 

XXX. 
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XXX. 

The ftricken Bard frefli vital heat renews, 
Whofe blood, erft ftagnate, rufhes thro* his veins ; 
Life thro* each pore her ipirit doth infufe,. 
And Fame by Malice iinextinguiih*d reigns : 
And fee, a Form breaks forth, all heav*nly bright, 
Upheld by one of mortal progeny,. 
A Female Form, ydad in fiiowy white, 
Ne half fo fair at diflance feen as nigh ; 
Douglas and Truth appear, Envy and Lauder die. 
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PROLOGUS, 1757 




ST Schola Rhetorices, celebrat quam crcbra 
juventus, 

£t tumido inflatos ejicit ore fbnos. 
Qua quifque afTumit tragicas novus hiArio partes, 

Nee loquitur, verbum qmn fapit omne, pathos, 
Ingenia hie crefcunt, mox fuccefllira theatris. 

Regis, amatoris, prompta fubire vices. 
Multus ibi furiis Macbetha agitatus iniquis, 

Elufa telum prendit inane manu. 
Multus ibi, infufcat cui vultus fuber aduflum, 

Immodicis fevit raucus Othello minis. 
Omnia quels travels opus eft, hie arma parantur ; 

Auribus infidiae funt, oculifque fuae : 
Conatus manuumque, pedumque, orifque rotundi, 

Certatim et vultus vis, laterumque labor. 
Quam fibi, dum geftu ftat lixus quifque filenti, 

Quam placet a fpeculo forma reflexa fui ! 

G g Hac 
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Hac ftudeant, cordi quibus ars et pbmpa theatri 1 

Non tamen eft nobis inde petendus honor- 
Ingenua ut ptibes vultum fibi fiimat apertum,. 

£t fenfim afluefcat fortius ore loqui ; 
Ne dubiis tandem verba elu6tantia labris 

Occludat timidus praepediatque pudbr, 
Ingrcdimur fcenam ; nee clam Vos, Doda Corona, 

Commoda ab hoc tenui quanta labore fluant. 
Hinc Sap ERE et farx difcit generofa juventus> 

Dum pavida accendit pe<Stora laudis amor. 
Freti his, majorem mox ingrediemur arenam ; 

His ftabiHta vigent Curia, Roftra, Forums 



PRO- 



[ 227 ] 



PROLOGUS, 1758. 



HI C nihil ad populum — non pompa hie vana 
theatri, 

Qualem ore attonito plebs inhiare fblet : 
Non fcena hie fplendet magic4 variabilis arte, 

£t fumit formas prodigiofa novas. 
Non hie, librato fubvcdhis fune per auras, 

Mercurius eelcres itque reditque vias. 
Nee freta caerulei turgent uhdofa papyro, 

Nee refinato fulgurat igne polus. 
Janua nee eaeeos aperit ftirtiva reeefliis, 

Unde minutadm proferat umbra eaput. 
Quin valeant levia hsee vulgi crepitaeula ! jadant 

£t proprium, et iimplex, noAra theatra decus. 
— Heus ! nem6n audit ? — fae fiirium aulea trahantur I 

— En 1 qualis qualis fit, nova scena patet. 
En lllae, quas Vos femper eoluillis, Athenae, 

Gratia quas voluit, quas fibi Mufa domum* 

G g 2 Hie 



[ 228 ] 

Hie fefe oflenduat prifci monumenta laboris, 

Queis ufa eft modulis Vitruviana Manus ; 
Hie ftat Ventorum, Thefci hie venerabile Fanum^ 

Hie arce in fumma, Cafta Minerva, tuum. 
Omnia jam votis refpondent. Attiea jam funt 

Omnia. Peribnae, Fabula, Seena, Sales. 
Quoque etiam magis has noftrae laetentur Athena&» 

Cecropidas jadant Vos» recoluntque fuos* 
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PROLOGUSin ADELPHOS, 1759. 



CUM Patres Populumque dolor communis haberet^ 
Fleret et ^milium Maxima Roma {lram>^ 
Funebres inter ludos, his dicitur ipfis 

Scenis cxtintSium condecorMe dncem. 
Ecqnis adeil, fcenam n.o€te hac qui ipedtet eandem. 

Nee nobis ludhim fentiet efle parem ? 
Utcunque arrifit pulchris vidtoria caeptis, 

Qija Sol extremas viiit uterque plagas, 
SuccefTus etiam medio de fonte Britannis 

Surgit amari aliquid, legitumufque dolor. 
Si famae generofa fitis, fi bellica virtus, 

Ingenium felix, intemerata fides, 
Difficiles laurus, ipfoque in flore juventae 

Heu I nimium lethi prsecipitata dies. 
Si quid habent pulchrum haec, vel fi quid amabile, jure 

Efto tuabaec, Wolfi, laus, propriumque decus. 

Ncc 
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Nee moriere omnis. — Quin ufquc eorona vigebit, 

Unanimis Britonum quam tibi nedtit amor. 
Rcgia quin pietas marmor tibi nobile ponet. 

Quod tua perpetuis praedicet a<fta notis. 
Confluet hue Audio vifendi martia pubes, 

Sendet et flamma corda calere pari ; 
Dumque legit mediis ceeidiiTe heroa triumphis, 

Dieet, sic 'Detur vincere, sic moriar< 



E P I- 
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/ 



EPILOGUSin ADELPHOS, 1759 



S Y R U S loquitur. 

OUANTA intus turba eft I quanto molimine fudat, 
Accindius cultro et forcipe, quifque coquus ! 
Monftrum informe maris — Te s t u Do—in prandia fertur, 

Quae, varia, et fimplex, omnia fola fapit. 
PuUina efca placet ? — vitulina? — fuilla ? — bovina ? 

Pnefto eft. Haec quadrupes flngula pifcis habet. 
De gente ^thiopum conducitur Archimagirus, 

Qui fecet, et coquat, et concoquat, arte novi. 
Qui dod^ contundat aromata; milceat apt^ 

Thus, apium, thyma, (al, cinnama, cepe, piper. 
Qui jecur et pulmonem in frufta minutula fcindat, 

Curetque ut penitus fint faturata mero. 
Multo ut ventriculus pulchr^ flavefcat ab ovo ; 

Ut tremulus, circum vifcera, vernet adeps. 
His rite inftru<5ds conchas fint fercula 1 nam Tu, 

Testudo I et patinis fufficis, atque cibo. 

Quam 
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Quam cupercm in laudes utriufque excurrere conchae I 
Sed vereor Calipa/h diccre — vel Calipee, 

Vos etiam ad canam mecum appellare juvaret, 
Vellem et relliquias pardcipare daputn. 

At funt convivae tarn multi, tamque gulofl, 
Reflabit, metuo, nil nifi concha mihi. 



RECTE 



[ 233 ] 

Redle ftatuit Baxterus de Somniorum 

Phaenomenis. 



CUM nox tellurem fufcis ampleditur alls, 
Mabba atomos jungit celeres, et veda per auras \ 

Inchoat afluetos fimulatrix regia ludos. 
Huic auriga culex tortum quatit ufque Hagelluni) 
Acceleratque fugam tardis ; retinacula currus 
ErucaB funt texta levis, radiique rotarum 
Crufcula .areneoli ; curras, quem dente fciurus 
Finxerat e coryli frudtu, primaeva vetuftas 
Hunc Mabbse artificem memorat : Tub node fllenti 
Hoc inftruda modo egreditur, neque cernitur ulli. 
Nonnunquam leviter cerebrum perftringit Amantis ; 
Somniat ille faces jaculari et vulnera ocellos. 
Malar um labrique rofas, perfufaque collo 
Lilia : mox Medici digitos titillat, avarus 
Mercedis dextram qui pandit, et acriter aurum 
Ter captat ; ter vana manus eludit imago. 
Nunc quoque fbpitae demulcet labra Puellae ; 
Somniat ilia procum, pulvinoque ofcula libaris 
Abfens abfentem tcneris ampleditur ulnis ; 

H h V« 
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Vae tibi, fi Lemurum videat Regina colorem 

Mentitum fuco, vultufque ex arte nitentes ! 

Praeclpites aget ira manus, lacerabit acuto 

Ungue genas, fimul amiffa dulcedine fomni, 

Ofculaque, et tenues vanefcit amator in auras. 

Ampla Sacerdotis nonnunquam tranfvolat ora ; 

Continue roftrum confcendens Hie theina trinas 

Dividit in partes, exponendoque laborat, 

Vel vigilem credas, adeo dormitat. Ad aures 

Militis hinc migrat ; turbatur imagine belli 

Fortis eques, gemitufque audit, flrepitufque, tubafque, 

Exilit, et paulum trepidans, inTonmia diris 

Devovet, in lefto prolabitur, — obdormifcit. 

Nunc Rabulam palma mulcet, qui litibus: aptus, 

Defenforis agit caufam, adori^que peritus, 

Innedenfque moras ad £nem decipit ambos. 

Sin cafu vifat facilis regina Poetam, 

Hunc fibi plaudentem deludit amabilis error, 

£t riguos fontes, et amsenos fomniat hortos ; 

Cum vero vigil ille domum exploraverit omnem, 

Viderit et triftis quam fit fibi curta fiipellcx, 

Quam vellet Temper dormire I — Volubilis inde 

Judicis invehitur trans nafiim, et naribus illi 

Emundo 



[ 235 ] . 

Emun^o iubolet caula. Interdum Dea (effo 
Blanditur Servo, qui libertate vagatur, 
Exultans rcdit ad patriam carofquc penates, 
Et gremio uxoris longis amplexibus haeret. 
Deinde rot^ ftrepitante fremit per coUa Tyranni ; 
Umbranim ante oculos furgit chorus, improbus orco 
Quas dedit infbntes ; furiis agitatur acerbis 
Confcia mens, ledtoque quies fimul exulat. Inde 
Si currus fledat, placidiflima munera fbmni 
Qua carpit Sceleris Purus ; non territus ille 
Spedrorum eft caetu, et fiiriarum ultricibus iris, 
Sed molli potitur requie, aut fi fomniat, umbrae 
Deledtant oculos gratse ; prsdulds imago 
Virtutis reficit mentem, et tellure relidd 
Radit iter liquidum cali, fruiturquc. deorum 
Colloquio felix. O Tu I quicunque. beatum 
Te velis, et tuto tranquillum carperc iibmnum ; 
I, pete, quo virtus ducit ! ne vindice curru 
Mabba ferox inftet, vexentque cubilia curse. 
I, pete, quo virtus^ducet ! te numine molli 
Mabba teget, radetque levi tua pedora curru. 

In Comitiis Pofteribus, Apr. 5, 1753^ 
H h 2 Carmina 
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Carmina ad Noblliflum Thomam Holles 
DucEM DE Newcastle mfcripta, cum 
Academiam Can tabrigien fern Bibliothecae 
Reftituendas cauia inviferet. 

Prid. Kalend. Maias, 1755. 



D E R E G E. 

AUGUSTUS, Artium ufque fautor optimus, 
Hie mcenia haud inaufpicato numine 
Condi imperavit confecrata literis, 
Eo nitore & partium elegantia, 
Ut invidenda fint vel illis -ffidibus 

■ 

Quae faeculorum voce comprobantium 
Pne caeteris iuperbiunt, juftiflima 
Romas recentis & vetuftae gloria. 
Nee his fupellex digna deerit moenibus, 
Et Vatieanae, Bodleanasque xmula^ 
Id Ille abund^ eaverat, noviilimus 
Dedit volenti jura qui Britanniae, 

Brunfvichianis 
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Brunfvichianis fcilicet fandtiilimum eft 
Legefque tutari & foverc Literas. 



AD CANCELLARIUM. 



OTu, qui dodas Caiiii feliciter artes 
Protegis, Aonii duxque decufque chori, 
Quod Domus incipiat tarn laeto haec omine Condi, 

Quae nee Bodleio cedat, id omile tuum eft. 
Munera dant numerofa manus procerumque patrumque, 

Exemplo 8c monitis exftimulata tuis. 
Perge fovere Artes, nee vanum urgere laborem r 

Tarn pulehrum pulchre Mufa rependet opus. 
Haee moles quanqiiam ipfa ruet ; monumenta, Camenas 

Quae eohdent, nullo funt niitura die. 



A N 
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AN ELEGY, 



Written in a Country Church- Yard. 



By Mr. G R A Y. 

THE curfew tolls the knell of parting day, 
The lowing herd wind flowly o'er the lea, 
The plowman homeward plods his weary way, 
And leaves the world to darkne^ and to me. 



Now fades the glimmering landfcape on the fight, 
And all the air a folemn ilillnefs holds. 
Save where the beetle wheels his drony flight, 
And drowfy tinklings lull the diftant folds ; 

Save that from yonder ivy-mantled tow'r 
The moping owl does to the moon complain 
Of fuch, as wand'ring near her fecret bow'r, 
Moleft her ancient, folitary reign. 

Beneath 
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CARMEN ELEGIACUM, 



A 



In CiM^TERio RusTico compofitum. 

Udiftin ! quam lenta fonans campana per agros, 
iBrato occiduam nuntiat ore diem. 



Armenta imptUunt crebris mugitibus aura^, 
Laf&tufque domuin ruflicus urget iter. 

Solus ego in tenebris moror, & vefligia folus 
Compono taciti no<5le, vacoque mihi. 

Omnia pallefcunt jam decedentia vifu, 
Et terra & ccclum, qua patet, omne filet. 

CuniSta filent, nifi mufca fiiam fub vefpere fero 
Raucifonans pigram qua rotat orbe fugam ; 

Cunda filent, nifi qua ^ciles campanula fomnos 
Allicit, &; lento murmure mulcet oves. 



Quaque hedera antiquas focia comple<ftitur umbra 
Turres, feralis lugubre cantat avis ; 

Et ftrepit ad lunam, fi quis fiib nodte vagetur 
Imperium violans, Cyntliia Diva, tuum. 



Has 
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Beneath thofe rugged elms, that yew-tree's fhade, 
Where heaves the turf in many a mouldVing heap, 
Each in his narrow cell for ever laid, 
The rude forefathers of the hamlet fleep. 



The breezy call of incenfe-breathing morn, 
The fwallow twitt'ring from the ftraw-built flied, 
The cock's (hrill clarion, or the ecchoing horn. 
No more fhall roufe them from their lowly bed. 



For them no more the blazing hearth fhall burn, 
Or bufy houfewife ply her evening care : 
No children run to lifp their fire's return. 
Or climb his knees the envied kifs to fhare. 



Oft did the harveft to their fickle yield, 
Their furrow oft the flubborn glebe has broke ; 
How jocund did they drive their team afield I 
How bow'd the woods beneath their flurdy flroke I 



Let 
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CARMENELEGIACUM, 



A 



In CiMJETERio RusTico compofitum. 

Udiftin I quam lenta ibnans campana per agros, 
^rato occiduam nuntiat ore diem. 



:> 



Armenta impellunt crebris mugidbus auras, 
LafTatufque -domum rufticus urget iter. 

Solus ego in tenebris moror, & veftigia folus 
Compono tacita node, vacoque mihi. 

Omnia pallefcunt jam decedentia vifu, 
Et terra & coelum, qua patet, omne filet. 

Cun<9:a lUent, nifi mufca Tuam fub vefpere fero 
Raucifonans pigram qua rotat orbe fugam ; 

Cundta filent, nifi qua faciles campanula ibmnos 
Allicit, & lento murmurq mulcet oves. 



Quaque hedera antiquas fbcii compleditur umbri 

Turres, feralis lugubre cantat avis ; 
£t ftrepit ad lunam, ii quis fub node vagetur 

Imperium violans, Cynthia Diva, tuum. 

I i Hat 
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Beneath thofe rugged elms, that ycw-trccs ihade^ 
Where heaves the turf in many a mould'ring heap, 
Each in his narrow cell for ever laid. 
The rude forefathers of the hamlet fleep. 

The breezy call of incenfe-breathing morn. 
The fwallow twitt'ring from the ftraw-built flied, 
The cock's fhrill clarion, or the echoing horn. 
No more ihall roufe them from their lowly bed. 



For them no more the blazing hearth ihall burn, 
Or bufy houfewife ply her evening care : 
No children run to lifp their fire's return, 
Or climb his knees the envied kifs to fhare. 



Oft 



/ 
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Has propter veteres ulmos, taxique fub umbri 
Qua putris multo cefpite turget humus, 

Dormit, in sternum dormit gens prifca colon6m, 
Quifque fua anguM conditus ufque domo. . 

Hos nee mane novum, Zephyrique fragrantior aura, 

Nee gallus vigili qui vocat ore diem. 
Nee eireumvolitans qus flridula garrit hirundo 

Stramineimique alta fub trabe iigit opus, 
Undique nee eomu vox ingeminata fbnantis 

^terno elicient hos, repetentque toro. 

Amplius his nunquam conjux bene £da fnarito 

Ingeret ardenti grandia ligna foeo ; 
Nee reditum expedans domini fub vefpere fero 

Exeoquet agrefles offieioia dapes ; 
Nee eurret raptim genitoris ad ofeula proles, 

Nee reducem agnofcent asmula turba patrem. 



I i a Quam 
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Oft did the harvcft to their fickle yield, 
Their furrow oft the ftubborn glebe has broke t 
How jocund did they drive their team afield ! 
How bow'd the woods beneath their fturdy ftrokel 



Let not ambition mock their ufeful toil, 
Their homely joys, and deftiny obfcure ; 
Nor grandeur hear with a difdainful fmile. 
The ihort and fimple annals of the poor. 



The boaft of heraldry, the pomp of pow'r. 
And all that beauty, all that wealth e'er gave, 
Await alike th' inevitable hour. 
The paths of glory lead but to the grave. 

Nor you, ye proud, impute to thefe the fault. 
If Mem'ry o'er their tomb no trophies raife. 
Where thro' the long-drawn ifle and fretted vault 

The pealing anthem fwells the note of praife. 

Can 
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Quam fsepc Hi raftris glebam fregere feracem ! 

Saepe hormn cecidit falce refedta feges. 
Quam laeti egerunt ftridentia plauflra per agros,, 

Et ftimulis tardos increpuere boves ! 
Horum fylva vetus quam concidit idla bipenni,. 

Quaque ruit late vi tremefecit humum ! 



Ne tamen Ambitio rifu male lacta maligna 
Soitemve, aut lufus, aut rude temnat opus 1 

Nee fronte excipiat ventola Superbia torvk 
Pauperis annales, hiftoriafque breves I 

£t generis jadatus honos, dominatio regum, 
Quicquid opes, quicquid forma dedere boni, 

Supremam fimul banc expectant omnia nodtem :: 
Scilicet ad lethum ducit honoris iter. 



Nolite hos humiles culpse infimulare, Superbi, 
Quod domini oftendant nulla trophsea decus, 

Qui canit amiflum longo ordine turba patromim, 
Clarofque ingeminant clauflra profunda fonos. 

An 
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Can floried urn or animated bufl 
Back to its manfion call the fleeting breatli ? 
Can honour's voice provoke the fllent duft, 
Or Flattery footh the dull cdld ear of Death ? 



Perhaps in this neglected fpot is laid 
Some heart once pregnant with celeilial fire : 
Hands, that the rod of empire might have fway*d, 
Or^wak'd to extaly the living lyrej 



But knowledge to their eyes her ample page. 
Rich with the fpoils of time, did ne'er unroll ; 
Chill penury reprefs'd their noble rage. 
And froze the genial current of the fouL 



Full many a gem of pureft ray (erene 

The dark uflfathom'd caves of ocean bear ; 

Full many a flower is born to blufli unfeen, 

And wafle its fweetnefs on the defert air. 

Some 
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An vanis infcripta notis anguilior urna, 
Phidiacumve loquens nobile marmor opus. 

An revocent animam fatali a fede fugacem ? 
Detque iterum vita pofle priore frui ? 

Poflit adulantum fermo penetrare fepulchrum ? 
Evocet aut manes laus et inanis honor ? 



Forfan in hoc, olim divino femine praegnans 
Ingenii, hoc aliquis cefpite dormit adhuc. 

NegleAo hoc forfan jaceat fub cefpite, fceptra 
Cujus traditarint imperiofa manus. 

Vel quales ipfb forfan vel Apolline dignae 
Pulfarint do£to pollice fila lyrae. 

DoArinae horum oculis antiqna volumina prifcae 
Nunquam divitias explicuere fuas. 
'y Horum autem ingenium torpefcere fecit egeflas 

Afpera, & anguflae fors inimica domi. 

Multa fub oceano pellucida gemma latefcit, 
Et rudis ignotum fert & inane decus. 

Plurima negledos fragrans rofa pandit odores, 
Ponit et occiduo pendula fble caput. 

^mulus 
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Some village-Hampden, that with dauntlefs breaft 
The little tyrant of his fields withftood ; 
Some mute inglorious Milton here may reft, 
Some Cromwell guildefs of his country's blood. 



Th* applaufe of lift'ning fenates to command, 
The threats of pain and ruin to defpife, 
To fcatter plenty o'er a iiniling land. 
And read their hiftory in a nation's eyes, 



Their lot forbad : nor circumfcrib'd alone 
Their growing virtues, but their crimes confin'd ; 
Forbad to wade through ilaughter to a throne. 
And fhut the gates of mercy on mankind. 



J 



Yet 
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^multis Hamdeni hie aliqiiis requiefcat agreilis. 

Quern patriae indignans exflimulavit amor ; 
Aufus hie exiguo eft villae oppugnare tyranno, 

Ailerere et forti jura paterna manu. 
Aut mutus forfan, fatoque inglorius, alter 

Hac vd Miltono par requie£:at humo. 
Dormiat aut aliquis Cromuelli hie smulus audax, 

<^ patriam poterit vel jugula£e fuam. 

Eloquio arre<ftum prompto mulcere {enatum, 
Exilii immoto pedore ferre minas, 

Divitias larga ia patriam difiundere dextn^ 
Hiftoriam ex popuK coHigcre ore fuam, 

Illorum vetuit fors improba, — nee tamen ar^o 
Tantum ad virtutem limite elau£lt iter, 

Verum etiam & vitia ulterius tranfire vetabat. 
Nee dedit his magnum pofle patrare fcelus. 

Hos vetuit temere per ftragem invadere regnum, 
Exeipere et furdd fupplieis aure preces. 



.»■••• 



K k Sentire 
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The ftruggling pangs of confcious buth to hidc> 
To quench the blufhes of ingenuous ihanie, 
Or heap the fhrine of luxury and pride 
With incenfe kindled at the Mufe's flame. 



Far from the madding crowd's ignoble (Irife, . 
Their Ibber wiflies never learn'd to ftray ; 
Along the cool fequefter*d vale of life 
They kept the noifelefs tenor of their way. 

Yet ev'n thefe bones from indilt to protCiSt, 
Some frail memorial ftill ere<9£d nigh, 
With uncouth rhimes and fhapelefs fculpture deck'd, 
Implores the paffing tribute of a figh. 

Their name, their years, fpelt by th' unlettered Mufe^ 
The place of fame and elegy fupply ; 
And many a holy text around fhe ftrews. 
That teach the ruflic moralift to die. 



For 
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Sendre ingenuum nee dedidicere ruborem, 
Confciia fufFufus quo notat ora pudor. 

Luxurii hi nunquam fefe immerfere fuperbd, 
Nee Mufac his laudes proftituere fuas. 

At placid^ illoram, procul a certamine turbae 

Spedabant propriam fobria vota domum ; 
Quifque flbi vivens, 8c fpohte. inglorius exul, 

V 

Dum tacito elabehs vita tenore fliiit. 



Hsec tamen a damno qui fervet tutius oila, 
En tumulus fragUem prsbet amicus opem ! 

£t vera agreiti eliciunt fufpiria corde 
Incultae effigies, indocilefque modi. 

Atque locum fupplent elegorum nomen Sc anni 
Quas formi infcribit ruftica Mufa nidi : 

Multa etiam fkcri diiFundit commata textus, 
Queis meditans difcat vulgus agrefle mori. 



K k 2 Heu 



,T' -^ 



.1 
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For who, to dumb forgetfulnefs a pre)^. 
This pleafing anxious being c'ejc refign*d, ^. 
Left the warm precinxSbs c^ the chearful da}ry 
Nor cafl one longing lingering look behind \ 



On fome fond breaft the parting foul relie$y 
Some pious drops the dofmg eye requires ; 
£v'n from the tomb the voice of nature crie$> 
£v n in our afhes live their wonted fires. 



>« . , 



For thee, who, mindful of th' unhonoiir*d dead> 
Dofl in thefe lines their artlefs tale rekie ;. 
If chance, by lonely contemplation led, 
Some kindred fpirit &all inquire thy* fate. 

Haply fome hoafy-headed f wain may fay, 
" Oft have we fee hiui a;t the peep of dawn 
" Brufhing with hafly fleps the dews away 
" To meet the fun upon the 4ipland lawn. 

« There 
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Heu, quii cnim duhia hac dulcique e2K:eilcre irltd 
Juflus, et steroasjam fabitiiru&diquas; ) . ; :' i. 

Deicendit nigrim ad oo£kem, cupidujquefupreino' 
Non faltem occiduam relpicit ore diem? ' 



* * 



Decedens alicui Mfiem. mens fiditaniictf i ' . ' ^ 
In cujiis blando pedx)re pdnit opem^ .' : '. 

Fletum aliquem expcxfcunt jam deficientia tnorte 
Lumina^. amicartim qui riget imbre igenaft. 

Quin etiam ex tumulo, veteris non infcia flammse> 
Natura exclamat iida, memorque fui. 

At tiblt'qiii tenui hoc dediipd carmine ibrtenv: 
Et defundorum ruftka iata gcmis, " ! - . , 

Hue olim intentus jfi^ms vcftigia.fle«9at . 
Et fucrit. qualis foes tija forte, xoget. 



Huic aliquis.forfan fcoior iefpoodeafc iukroy 
Cui niveis albcnt tcmpora ipada oomis^ 

Vidimus bunc quam &pe.inicantes Toribus herbas ' ' 
Verrentem bapido, mane rubente, gradu. . ' 

Ad rofeum foils properabat fsepius ortum, 
Summaque tendebat per juga laetus iter. 

Saepe 
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" There at the foot of younder nodding beech 
** That wreathes its old fantaftic roots fo high. 
His liftlefs lei^h at noon-tide would he ftretch, 
And pore upon the brook that babbles by. 



« 
« 



** Hard by yoh wood, now finiling as in fcom, 
** Mutt'ring his wayward fancies he wou'd rove ; . 
** Now drooping, woeful wan, like one forlorn, 
** Or craz'd. with care, or crofs'd in hopeless love.. 






^' One morn I mifs'd him on the cuftom*d hill, 
" Along the heath and near his fav'rite tree : 
" Another came ; nor yet beii(]e the rill, 
« Nor up the lawn, nor at the woods wps he. 



/ 



« 



" The next with dirges xhie, in fad arfay, .;. 
Slow through the churchvyard path we faw Jiim boiti, 
Approach and read (for thou can'ft read) the lay, 
Grav'd on. the ftonc beneath yon aged thorn. 

» 

THE 
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8«pe Tub hac fago, radices undique circum 
Quae varie antiquas implicat alta fuas, 

Stratus humi meditans medio procumberet a^hi^ 
Luftraretque inhians flebile murmur aqus. 

Saepius banc fylvam propter, viridefque recefHis 
Ui^cret meditans pbrima, lentus iter, 

Intentam hie mult^ oblec^aret imagine mentemi, 
Mufarumque frequens follicitaret opem. 

Jam veluti demens, tacitis erraret in agris, 
Aut cujus {Hmulat cbrda repulfus amor. 






Mane aderat nuper, tamen hunc hec viderat arbos^ 
■ Nee juga, nee ialiens fons^; tacitumvc nemus ; . 
Altera lux oritur ; nee aperti hie valle videtur. 
Nee tamen ad fagum, nee prope fontis aquam. ' 



r . ♦ 



Tertia fucceflit—- lentoque exangue cadaver 
£cce fepulcrali eft pompa iecuta gradii. 

Tu lege, namque potes, cselatum in marmore carmen, 
Quod juxta has vepres exhibet ifte lapis. 



E P I- 
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THE E P I T A P H. 



HERE refts ills head upon the lap of earthy 
A youth to fortune and to fame unknown, 
Fair fci^cnce £:own*d not on his humble birth^ 
And melancholy marked him for her own« 

• • ...» I • 

Large was ins bounty, and his ibul fincere, 
Heav'n did a recompence as largely fend : 
He gave to misery, all he had, a tear. 
He gain'd from Heav-n ('twas all he wifK'd) a fiiend< 

No Luther feek his merits 1;o difck>fe, . 
Or draw his frailties from their dread abode, 
(There they, .^ike in trembling Jiope repole) 
The bofbm of his Father and liis God. 



^ SONG, 



J 



[ «i? 3 






E P I TAP H I U M, 
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4 



GUI nunquam favit fama aut fbrtuna feciuxia) 
Congefto hoc juv^en^m cefpite ferrat liuikiiis. 
Huic tamoi arrifit jucunda Scientia vultu, 
Selegitque, habitans pedor^ Cura fibi. 



.* 



Largus opum fiiit, & iincero pedore fretus, 

Accepit predum par, tribuentb Deo. 
Indoluit miferans inopi, lacrymafque profudic. 
— Scilicet id, miiieriB'qixiddark, omhe fiiit. 
A coelo interea fiduth acquiflvk amicum. 

Scilicet id, cuperet quod magis, onine fuit.^ 

Ne merita ulterius defun<fti exquiro'e pergas. 

Nee vitia ex facdb lede refene jsetas* 
Utraque ibi trepidS; paHtOF fpe cdi^dita ieftdiit, 

In gremio Patris fcilicdt iR^ue l)bi« 

b 1 . CAR 
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SONG, by a Perfon of Quality* 

■ 1 ■ 

^Lutt'ring fpread thy purple pinions^ 
Gentle Cupid, o*er my heart j 
I a flave in thy domioions ; . 

Nature muft give way to. ATti ' - 

. T • • • • 

Mild Arcadians, ever Uooming, 

Nightly nodding o'er your flocks^ 
See my weary days confumtng, 

All beneath yon flowVy tocks^ 

Thus the Cyprian goddefi weepings i 

Moum*d Adonis, darling youth : 
Him the Boar in filence creeping, 

Gor d with unrelenting tooth. 

Cynthia, tune harmcmious numbers ^ 

Fair Discretion, ftring the lyre ; 
Sooth my ever-waking flumber$ : 

Bright Apollo, lend thy choir \ 



• From Pope*« Work*. 



Gloomy 
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CARMEN ELEGANS. 



J 



TUQUE adeo rofeas ezpande vokt^s alas, 
£t leviter pedus tange, Cupido, meum. 
Imperils, pulchelle, tuis ego fenrulus idtro ; 
Naturam ars vidrix Jkilioet tifque domat. 

• * 

4 

Arcades, aetemo viridantes ilore juyentae, 

No<fte innutantes qualibet inter oves, 
Afpicite, ut fenfim languens juvenilior «tas, 

Haec juxta, haec, inquatn, florea faxa perit I 

Ante omnes carucn iic flevit Adonida Cypris, 
Deceptufque Deam triftius ufHt Arnor ; 

Hunc, tacit^ adrepens per denfa iilentia nodis 
Incautum fsvo dente momordit Apo*. 

Stringe lyram interea pulchre Prudentia ludens, 
Harmoniaeque graves, Cynthia, funde modos ! 

"Do&x ambae vigiles coras fopire canendo. 

Tuque tuum imperti, Prxies Apollo, chorum I 

L 1 2 Tuque 
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Gloomy Pluto, king of terrors^ 
Aroi*d. ii\ ^dB^jn^otuie . dhaiiv*. 

Lead me to the cryftal mirrors, 
W^t*rijQg Toft £l3f£iaii jikioal : : 



• . 



« ■ 



Mournful: cypmf^' ' 'verdant^ wiQow, 
Gilding, my Aiae|ia£ Jacoxs, : . 

Morpheus hov*ring o'er my pillow. 
Hear me pi^mydjong vows. 

9 • 

Melanchoty, {mooth. Ma^dcr^ 

Swiftly purKng. ia a ro\md, \ '. 

On thy margin lovers wander, 

Witb thy. ilow'ry chaplctSu crowned. : 

• * * « • * ■ 

Thus when Philomela drooping. 
Softly feeks hq: iUeat mate, 

See the bird of Juno {looping ; 
Melody refigns to fate. 



.^y 



-^ 



-^ 



1* 



I. 



# ( 



\.j 
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Tuque adainantds, Huton, annate cateiiis, 

Oi il^oi Tetrorum Rex, .mctuendc Deus, 
iDuii jtie^qna^ p^i^Iioi ckr^ikllm flumiQa cuxrunt,. 



». ctiwn% awfti Mwesiy. trtftefqitie cwpfcffi,;.. . 
Aiiireliisrsftqxiswix ferta dicata.meaB.; 
i^etiaiRi» Moi^heu,..^nim4>]acidiffinie Mbipbeu, 
Ujt quecoiv vt peiaituft maceiOB igne. novoi 






. ^urmiiire qui curium. ^sxili»Qri)i»:xota»f 
Margtne jbpe etiam quam pliuloiuft era^amator. 






Sic quando fenfim languens Philomela) filentem 
MoIGor aggreditiir, nee fine vocei procum ; 

Aipice, de coelo interea Junonius ales r 
Pefcendens^ &to cedit inane Melos. 



ADVER- 






» » ' 



ADVERTISkMENT. 



I J.. 



* 






T^HE Managers of Dniry-Lane Theatre, think- 
. ing- themielves bound to join' the ireil- of 
the nation, in public congratulations of their Ma- 
jefties, on their aufpicious nuptials ; the following 
little pieces was writcep merely with a-vKW <^ nsani- 
fefting flich their loyalty and gratitude, to the<beft of 
monarcfas, -and mofi: icandid encourag^' of tiheatrkal 
exhibitions* The reader, as well as die fp^dator, 
will eafily difcover that, the author has paid but 
little attention^ t& the iisture jsi dmmadc coiBipb- 
lition, in the condu^ c^ iliis piece ^^ ^d indeed,' in 
the iieprefentadon,' the" labours of the poet an^ the 
compofer appeared' ^ery ini^idr 'to the elegantf taite of 
the managers in the decoration; 
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DRAM AT I S P E k S O'N'iE; 
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DAMiETAS, 

Damon^ 

PitXEiT, 



. M 






f X 



• I 



t . 4 
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Sylvia, 
Phoebe, 
Delia. 



ARCADIA, 
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ARC 




D 



I A. 
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DRAMATIC PASTORAL, 
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S C £ N £ I. A view of the countiy. 

. ". , ' r * • ' f • , 

Shephbrds and S h b p h b r d b ss'b s^ 



I • 



» » 



CHORUS. 



SHepiberds, buxoin^ blith; and free,, 
Now*s the time for jollity. 



S ¥ L V I A. 






A I R. 



r 



. J i 



Hithec hade, and br^Eig! along 
Merry tale and jocund fong. 



To 
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To the pipe and tabor beat 
Frolic meaijbres with your feet. 
t.v'fy gift 6f time enSploy • ^ 
Make the mod of profFer'd. joy. 
Pleafure hates the fcanty rules 

Porti(>nM JsluCi/iHreattmiig fobll. ' 



«■ • #• 



N. *• 






t * ■ f • 



XH^TTir^. 



*m» «i«B* • ^ ^ « « « ^ 



;^':> '. 



-. V 



shepherds, buxom, blith and free, 
'^Ifetlme'for jollity.- • • " " 



» m * » f V « 



[A <knce of Shepherds, &c. 



^. '.> 









RECITATIVE. 



. V . , .1 i V. 



Rejoice, ye happy fwains, rejoice ; 
It is the heart that proBiJ)ts lhe4oice. 
Be fbrrow banifhM far away ; 
Thyrfis fliall make it ^ofy'^^i J ^ nn 

O i 






- « ..« 
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Who at his name can joy fupprefs ? 
Arcadian-born to rule and blefs. 



Damon. 



And hark ! from rock to rock the {bund 
Of winding horn, and deep-mouth*d hound, 
Breaking with rapture on the ear. 
Proclaims the blithibme Phoebe near : 
See where (he haftes with eager pace. 
To {peak the joys that paint her hcc 



SCENE II. 



Opens to a pro{ped of rocks. 
Hunt{men, Huntre{res, &c. coming down from them. 



P H O B B E. 



Hither I {peed with hontfk glee, 
Such as heGxs the mind that's free ; 

M m Your 
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Your chearful troop, blith youth, to join^ 
And mix my focial joys with thine. 
Now may each nymph, and frolic Twain,, 
0*er mountain fteep, or level plain, 
Court buxom health, while jocund horn 
Bids echo wake the fluggard monu 



A I R. 



When the morning peeps forth, and the zejAy r's 
cool gale. 
Carries fragrance and health over mountain and dale ;. 
Up, ye nymphs, and ye fwains, and together we'll rove, 
Up hill, down the valley, by thicket or grove : 
Then follow with me, where the welkin refounds 
With the notes of the horns, and the cry of the hounds. 

Let the wretched be flaves to ambition and wealth ;. 
All the blefling we aflc is the blefling of health. 
So (hall innocence* felf give a warrant to joys 
No envy diAurbs, no dependence deftroys. 

Then 
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Then follow with me, where the welkin refbunds 
With the notes of the horn, and the cry of the hounds. 

O'er hill, dale, and woodland, with rapture we roam; 
Yet returning, ftill find the dear pleafures at home ; 
Where the chearful good humour gives honcfty grace. 
And the heart fpeaks content in the fmiles of the face. 
Then follow with me, where the welkin refbunds 
With the notes of the horn, and the cry of the hounds. 



D A M £T A S. 



RECITATIVE. 



Small care, my friends, your youth annoys, 
Which only looks to prefent joys. 



Sylvia; 



Though the white locks of filver'd age. 
And long experience hail thee fage ; 

M m 2 111 
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111 fuits it in this joy, to wear 
A brow (o over-hung with care. 
Better with us thy voice to raife. 
And join a whole ArcadiaV praiie. 



D A M iE T A S 



With you I joy that Thirfis reigns 
The guardiaa o*er his native plains : 
But praife is fcanty to reveal 
The ipeaking blefHngs all muft feel. 



D A MON» 



True,, all muft feel — but thanklefs too ? 
Nor give to virtue, virtue's due ? 
My grateful heart fhall ever fhew 
The debt I need not blufh to- owe. 



A I R. 
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A I R. 



That I go where I lift, that I fing what I plealej 
That my labour's the price of contentment and eafe,. 
That no care from abroad my retirement annoys^, 
That at home I can tafte the true family joys, 
That my kids wanton lafely o*er meadows and rocks, 
That my fheep graze fecure from the robber or fox* 
Thefe are blefllngs I fhare with the reft of the fwains=, 
For it*s Thyrfis who gave them, and Thyrlis maintains^ 



D A U.X T A Sr^ 



RECITATIVE. 



Perilh my voice, if e'er I blame* 
Thy duty to our guardian's name I 
His adive talents I revere,. 
But eye them with a jealous fear. 
Intent to form our blifs alone, 
The generous youth forgets his own ;, 



Not 
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Nor e*er his bufy mind employs 
To find a partner of his joys. 
So might his happy offspring own 
The virtues which their fire hath fhewn. 



AIR. 



With joy the parent loves to trace 
Refemblance in his children's face : 
And as he forms their docil youth 
To walk the fteady paths of truth, 
Obferves them fhooting into men, 
And lives in them life o'er again. 

While aftive fons, with eager flame, 
Catch virtue at their father's name ; 
When full of glory, full of age, 
The parent quits this buly flage. 
What in the fbns we mofl admire. 
Calls to new life the honoured fire. 



Sylvia. 
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Sylvia. 



RECITATIVE. 



O prudent Sage forgive the zeal 
Of thoughtlefs youth. With thee I feel,. 
The glories now Arcadia fhares 
May but embitter future cares. 

Oh mighty Pan I attend Arcadia's voice, 
Infpire, dired, and fandify his choice^ 



A I R. 



So may all thy fylvan train^ 

Dryad, nymph, and ruftic faun. 
To the pipe and merry ftrain. 

Trip it o'er the ruflet lawn I 
May no thorn or bearded grafe 
Hurt their footfteps as they pafs,. 

Whilft 
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Whilft in gambols round and round 
They {port it o'er the fliaven ground I 



Though thy Syrinx, like a dream, 

Flying at the fece of day, 
Vanifli'd in the limpid ftream, 
Bearing all thy hopes away. 
If again thy heart flwMald burn. 
In carefling, 
Bleft, and blefling, 
May'ft thou find a wifh'd return. 






CHORUS. 



O mighty Pan I attend Arcadia's voice, 
Infpire, dired, and fandify his choice. 

[A dance of huntfmen and huntreiles. 



Da MiB T A s« 



/ 
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D A M iBT A S. 



RECITATIVE. 



Peace, ihepherds, peace, with jocund air, 
Which Ipeaks a heart unknown to care. 
Young Delia hades. The glad furprize 
Of rapture flaflung from her eyes. 

Enter DELIA. 



Delia. 



AIR. 



Shepherds, (hepherds, . come away ; 

Sadnefs were a fin to-day. 

Let the pipe's merry notes aid the ikill of the voice ; 

For our wiflies are crown'dj and out hearts ihall rejoice* 

Rejoice, and be gjftd ; 

For lure he is mad^ 

N n Who, 
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Who, where mirth and good humour, and harmony's 

found, 
Never catches the fmile, nor lets pleaiiire go round. 

Let the ftupid be grave, 

*Tis the vice of the flave j 

But can never agree 

With a maiden like me, 
Who is bom in a country that*s happy and free. 



Da MiB T AS. 



RECITATIVE. 



What means this rapture, Delia ? Shevtr 
Th' event our bofbms burn to know. 



Delia. 



Now as I trod yon verdant fide, 
Where Ladon rolls its filver tide^ 
All gayly decked in gorgeous ftate, 
Sailed a proud barge of richeft freight : 

Where 
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Where (at a nymph, more frefh and (sk 
Than bloiToms which the morning air 
Steals perfume from j the modeft grace 
Of maiden blufh befpread her face* 
Hither it made, and on this flrand 
Pour d its rich freight for fhepherds* land. 
Ladon, for this, fmooth flow thy tide I 
The precious freight was Thyrfis' bride. 



D A M iE T A S. 



RECITATIVE. 



Stop, (hepherds, if aright I hear. 
The founds of joy proclaim them near : 
Lets meet them, ^ends. III lead the way ; 
Joy makes me young again to-day. 



Nn 2 SCENE 
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SCENE III. 



A vi%vfj^i the {ea, wicli a vdlel at a diftancc. 



Here follows a Pastoral Procession to the 

wedding of T h y r s i s. 



Priest. 



RECITATIVE. 



Mighty Pan I with tender care. 
View this fwain and virgin fair ; 
May they ever thus impart 
Juft return of heart for heart. 
May the pledges of their bliis 
Climb their knees to fhare the kifs. 
May their fleady blooming youth, 
While they tread the paths of truth, 



Virtues 
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Virtues catch from either fide. 
From the bridegroom and the bride. 



CHORUS. 



May their fteady blooming youth. 
While they tread the paths of truth, 
Virtues catch from either fide, 
From the bridegroom and the bride. 



FINIS. 
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